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That thus to pleaſing Mirth can fix your Mind; 
That every Temper every ſort can pleaſe 
With ſuch Variety of _Songs as theſe, | 
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F | To all the Honeſt and 
Merry Souls in City 
„ 


| Gentlemen, 1 

B His I entirely Dedicate to thoſe who: 
are honeſt Votaries to Bacchus, (but 
mot a word of Women ;) you know, in Drint- 
irg, there needs a Pipe, to purge the trouble- 


ſome Thoughts which intrude ſometimes up- 


| on pleaſant Tempers, and I now preſent you E 


only dilates the Spleen, but, by a Glaſs, being 


thus repeated to the merry God, and by re- 
peating it twice a week, it will quicken your 
Spirits, drive you forward to your juſt buſineſs 


5 (1 mean for your Money) a PILL which not 


and raiſe you above the ſordid thoughts of 
too much Care, I wiſh it may have theſe 
| effects, which, next to Money, Pm ſure it was 
Intended for; but I am afraid you will find 
| your intereſt much ſuperiour to mine, which 
| if you do, there will be a double duty upon 
| ou ; firſt to ſatufie your Phyſician, and afler- 
| wards to Recommend him to the reſt of the 
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The Stationer on the BOOK. 


Here's no Purge *gainft Melancholy, 


But with Bacchus to be jolly z 


All elſe are but Dregs of Folly. 


Paracelſus wanted skill, ö 
When he ſought to cure that III; 
No Peltor al; like the Poets Quill. 


Here are Pils of every ſort, 
For the Country, Citty, Court, 


Compounded and made up of ſport. 
If gainſt Sleep, and Fumes impure, 
Thou, thy Senſes would'ft ſecure, 
Take this, Coffee's not! alf ſo ſure, 


Wanteft thou Stomach to thy Meat, 


And would'ft fain reftore the heat? 


This does it more than Chocho/ate, 


Cures the Sp/cen, Revives the Blood, 
Puts thee in a merry Mood, 
Who can deny ſuch Phyſick good d 


5 Nothing like to Harmleſs Mirth, 


*Tis a Cordial on earth, 
That gives Society a Birth, 


Then be wiſe, and buy, not borrow, 
Keep an Ounce Ri] for to Morrow, 


Vetter than a pound of Sorrow, 
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A Table of the SONGS and 
P OEMS in this Bock. 


=” 
T Wincheſter was 4 Wedding, 
As it fell on a Holy- day, 
Adzroks ches went the oder day, 


As I walked fourth one Summers 40, 


Awake my Lute, 
A Bepger got a Beadle, 


Al You that lovꝰd our Queen alive, 
A, I ſat at my Spinning wheel, 


A Begger, a Brgger, 
As ſad Amyntor in a Meadow lad, 


As. 1 wa'k'd in the Woods, 
A Pox of the Fooling, 
A curſe en all Cares, © 
A pox of dull, 


As May m all 


A Gentle Breeze, 


A Soldier and a Saaler, 


Adieu to the Pleaſures, 


Ab Phillis why are you leſs tendre, 


Ab Jenny, gin your Eyes, 


At London cheve bin, 
All hands up aloft, 


A. T dent oer you miſty Moor, 
B 


D Righe Was the Morning, 
rh a Mirtle hae, 
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* D why wil you, 
1 _ Rey ifs. 


Bonny Lads and Damſels, 


Believe me Jenny, 


3 W L425 * thou art mine, 
| Cc 


Ome by my new Ballad, 
Came liften a white, 


Gone Jug my Honey, 


Chloris now thou art, 
Calm as the Exꝰning, 
Chloe found Amyntas, 
Come ſweet Laſs, 
Come if you dare, 


D: 
Deel take the War, 


F . 
dom France, from Spain, 
Forth from the Dark, 
Four and Twenty Pallet, 
From Tel ve years old, 


Frier Bacon walks again, 


Faire ſt work of, 
Faireſt Jenny, . 4 


Reat Jove once, 


14 rk the chundring, 


| Great Alexander's Horſe, 


1 How Happy's the mortal, * 


Hel the Cock Crowd, 


He that a Tinker, 

Ho vile are tbe Sordid 
He Boy, hay Boy, 
le that intends to, 
He that is à clear, 
Have you e er ſeen, 
Hon unhappy a, 
Hail to the Myrtle ſhade, 

Hle that i reſolvꝰd to, 
How lovely's a Woman, 
How long muſt Woman, 
Here's a Health to Folly, 
Her Eyes are like the, 
How Ble#t are Shepherds, _ 


F I live to grow old, 
1777 e 
I am a Luſty Lively lad, 

I love thee for thy, 

I love a Laß, 5 
In the merry Momh of May, 
Thad a Chloris, 
F Muſic be the food of Love, 
Iven to the Ale- bouſe, 
In faith tu true, 

JP i tell you a Story, 
Itell thee Dick where, 
' Sing you @ Sonnet, 

In @ bumour I was late, 


T ſaw the Laſs whom dear, 
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: 
* 
| | 


g 
[ 
| 
ll 


| 
| 
| 


1 : — 
2s : 


1 3 


— 


2 * — 
E 
— 


. 


* — 2 2 A 8 


RR 
32 
* 


1 


Us as” 
0 


* 


The Table 


12 ou will Lowe me, 
Jockey was a dawdy Lad, 
Jenny, y blitheſt Maid, 
T often for my Jenny Frove;. 
I» Januarv laſt, 
Jockey was as briił, 
F Love's a I weet Paſſion, 
12 Wine turn a Spark, 45 
that ſullen Gar land, 
Leave of 7 Hermit, 
Like @ Ring without a Finger, 
Lament, Lament, 
| Lowe thee ! Good oath, 
Tet us drink and be merry, 
TZ Love and, 


Let the daring, | 
Lads and Laſſes, 


Les C onſecrate a mighty Bowl, 
M 
MCI ſaid to bis man, 

My Masters and Friends, - 
Methinks "ho Poor Town, - 
My life and my death, 

Man was for the Woman made, 


| My dear Cock adoodle, 
Make Jeur Honours Miſs, 


N 
mou that lo Holiday 2 come, 


Now Liſten a ile, 


Now God above that made al things, 
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The Table. 


LA Stories tell how Hercules, 
Of all the Trades that ever 1 ſee, 


of all the Recreations which, 
O the time that & pa#t, 


Oh ! Mother, Roger, Fe 
fooliſh Maid, 

Ods bartly wounds, Ixe not be Plowin i 
Of noble Raſe 2045 Shinking, 


O Rare ſhow, © bravee * 


Piu. at firſt ſeemꝰ d >. i 


Poor Cælia once, was very fair, 


Paſtora' Beauty when unblown, 
Pretty Armida will be kinds 


Q 
Qua John to Joan wilt thou Jove me, 
R 


Anging the plain on, 
Riſe Bonny Kate the Sun's got up bigh, 


: Royal and Fair great Willy*s dear Bleſſing, ” 
8 


8¹ R John got bim, 
Since love hath in tbine, 
Since Roving of late is fatal as War, 


_ Sawney was tall and of noble Race, 


Sir Eglamore, that valiant, 
Some men they do delight in, 


Sabina, in the dead of night, 
Sawney # @ Bonny, 
8 me Church- Diviſion, 
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es eat. La 


Since there's fo ſmall, 
Sit thee down by me, 


Sing, Sing whilſt we trip it, 
T 


FT Heres many Clinchin, 


1 The Sun has loosd his, 

The ſleeping Thames one mern, : 
To Horſe, brave boys of New. market, 
The frur and Twentieth day of, 

Tem nd Will were, 

Tb: Sages of old, 

Though SV Ivia's Eyes, | 

Thus all our lives long er, 


| I | The ng bt her blackeſt ſable, 4 
I *Twos within @ Furlong of Edinborough, 


Take not a Womans anger ol, 


Tb bonn y Grey 9 
A *Twas when the ſheep, 


The Sun was juſt Setting the, 


Tho? Jockey Sud me long be, 


4 


Tis a pitiful thing that now adays, 
Tell me, ye Gods, os 


: The bright Laurinda, 


There was a Fovial Begger, 


Tell me Jenny, tell me roundly, 


Tell me no more, no more I am, 
Then Beautious Nymph, 


There was a benny Blade, 


"Twas early one Morning, 


The danger is over, 


The Table. 
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275 
320 


103 
130 
168 


179 
202 
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248 


249 
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264 
267 
272 


279 
281 


283 


| 285 | 
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293 
304 


318 
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The Table. 


Toacco n an Indian Weed, 
To kiſs, to kiſs, is Pretty, 
The Story of King Art bur, 


Twas im m th Month of May Jo, 


V 


None! undone the, 
Virgins if &er at length, 


' Upon a Sunſhine Summers, 


Hey wy hairs 2 o, 
When the kine bo : 


wil you give me leave, 


We be Soldiers three, 


Who liveth ſo merr erty, 
ed, 


Willy prithee go to 
Why, ſhould we boaſt of, 
ere ever 1 am, 
Weep all ye Nymphs 
Why « your faithful 


When Money has done, 
Why does Wi Z 
When firſt Amyntas fra, 
 Waa « me what man, 

- With an Old Song made, 


illy, 


ell fare Trumpets, Drums, | 


Will and George both, 
What ungrateful Devil, 
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The Table 


ul - When Phillida with Jockey, 3357 
| - When Sylvia in NT * 332 
onder comes @ courteous, | 08 
You underſtand no tender, 98 
Do tall of New England, 139 
Ye happy Swains whoſe, 2 08 
Tour Gamſter, 215 
You love and yet when, © 229 
Ye Nymphs 2 Sylvan Gods, 230 
Wung I am and yet uns kilbd, 238 
You mad Caps of England who, 298 
Na Laſſes and Lads tale leave, 321 
Aus Ladies who are jumg. 336 
POEMS): oct” 
The FRYER and the MAID, 346 
The Virtue of SACK, 348 
A combat of Cocks, | 350 
On @ Fart in the Parliament Houſe Es 
5 VENG 4 Ballas, | 355 


Pills to Purge Melancholy. 
4 true Relation of. the NT Combat between j 


L D Stories tell how Hercules 

| A Dragon flew at Lern, 
With ſeven Heads and fourtcen Eyes 
To ſee and well diſcern; 

But he had a Club 

This Dragon to drub, 

Or he had ne'er don't I warrant ye : 
But More of More. Hal, 

With nothing at all, 
He rw the Dragon of Want. | 
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The Dragon had two furious Wings, 
Each one upon each Shoulder, 


| | Witch a ſting in his Tayl 
Ass long as a Flayl, 


Which made him bolder and bolder. 
He had long Claws, 

And in his Jaws. a 

Four and forty Teeth of Iron, 
With a Hide as Tough as any Buff, 


15 Which did him round Inviroo, 


Have you not heard tha: the Troja Horſe, ; 


Held Seventy men in his Belly ? 
This Dragon was not quite ſo big, 
But very near, I'll tell Jes | | 
Devour did he, 

Poor Children Three, 

That could not with him grapple 3 : 


And at one Sup, 


He eat them up, 


| A As one ſhould eat an Apple. 


All ſorts of Cattle this Dragon did LY 
Some ſay he'd eat up Trees, 
And that the Forreſt ſure he would 


Desvour up by degrees. 


For Houſes and Churches 
Were to him Gorſe and Burches ; 
Ale eat all, and left none behind, 
But ſome Stones, dear Fack, 
Which he could not crack, | 
Which on the Hills you will find. 


In Yorkſhire near fair Rotberam, 

The Place I know it well, 

Some two or three miles, or thereabouts, 
I vow I cannot tell; 
But there is a Hedge, 

| "Jo on the Hill katze, 


2 pill t to op Melanchoh, 
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Pills to Purge Melanchoh. 


5 And Matthew s Houſe hard by it: 


Oh there and then, 
Was this Dragen's Den, 
You could not chuſe but ſpy it. 


Some ſay this Dragon was a Witch z 
Some ſay he was the Devil, 2 
For from his Noſe a ſmoke aroſe, 


And with it burning Snivel, 
Which he caſt off, | 
When he did Cough, 

In a Well that he did ſtand by, 
Which made it look, 

Juft like a Brook, 


Running with burning Brandy. 


Hard by ; 2 furious Knight there awelt: 
Of whom all Towns did Ring; 


For he could wreftle, play at II, 
"Kick, Cat. Box, Hut, - 


Calt Son of Whore : 


Do any kind of thing; 


By the Tail, and the Main, 
With his hands twain, 

He ſwong a Horſe till he was dead, 
And that which way ſtranger, 

He for very Anger, 

Eat him all up but his Head. 


Theſe Children as I told being eat, 
Men, Women, Girls, and Boys 
Sigbing and ſobbing, came to his Ledging, 


And made a hideous Noyſe. 
Oh ſave us all, 8 


More of More. Fall, 
Thou pearleſs Knight of theſe wWeolsz 
Do but ſlay this Dragon, 

We won't leave us a Rag on, 

ds l give thee all our Goods, 
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* Pills to Purge Melancholy. 


7 
Tat, Tut quoth he, no Goods I want, 


Zut I want, I want inſooth, 


A fair Maid of Sixteen that's brisk, 
* ſmiles about the Mouth: 


Hair as black as a ſloe, 
Both above and below, 


With a bluſh her cheeks adorning „ 


To'noynt me ore night, 
Ere I go to fight, 
And to dreſs me in the Morning. 


This beiog done, he did engage 


To hew this Dragon down 


But firſt he went New Armour to 
Beſpeak at Sheffield Town, 
With Spikes all about, 


Not within, but without, 


Of Steel ſo ſharp and ſtrong, 
Both behind and before, 


Arms, Lege, all o'er, 
Some five or fix Inches long. 


Had you but ſcen him in this Dreſs, 
Ho fierce he look d and big 


You would have thought him for to be 


An gęyptian Porcu-Pig : 
He frighted all 


Cats, | omg and all; 
Each Cow, each Horſe, and each Hog, 


Fer fear did flee, 


For they took him to be 
Some ſtrange outlandiſh Hed Shog. 


To ſee this Fight, all People there 
Got upon Trees and Hauſes, 
On Churches ſome, and Chimneys too; 


But they put on their Trowzes, 
Not to ſpoil their Hoſe. 5 
As won as he role, 


Y 


To 


Fill to Purge Melancholy. 
To make him ftrong and- mighty, 
He drank by the Tale, 
Six pots of Ale, 
And a Quart of Aqua-vite. 


It is not Strength that always wins. 
For Wit doth Strength excel, 
Which made our cunning Champion 
Creep down into a Well, 
| Where he did thin 
This Dragon would drink, 
And ſo he did in Truth 
And as he ſtoopt low, 
He roſe up and cry'd boe 
And hit him in the Mouth. 


» Oh, quoth the Dragon, pox take you come out, 
| | Thou that diſturb' me in my Drink, 


| And then he turn'd and ſhit at him, 
| Good lack how he did Rink | 
Beſhrew thy Soul, 

Thy Body is foul, | 

| Thy Dung ſmellsnot like Balſam; 
Thou Son of a whore, 
Thou ſtink'ſt ſo fore, 

Sure thy Dyet it is utwholeſome. 


Our politic, Knight, on the other lids 
CTrept out upon the brink, 
| And gaye the Dragon ſuch a douſt 
0 He knew not what to think: 
By Cock, quoth he, 0 
Say you ſo, do you ſee, 
And then at him he let flies 
With hand and with Foot, 
| And ſo they went to't, 
And the word it was, Hey boys hey. 
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2 Pill to Purge Melancholy. 
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Your Word, quoth the Dragon, I don c underſtand 1 95 


Then to't they fell at all, 


Like to Wild Bears, ſo fierce 1 may 


Compare great things with ſmall: 
Two Days and a Night, 


With this Dragon did fight, 


Our Champion on the Ground 
Ibo their Strength it was great, 
Yet their Skill it was neat, _. 
They never had one Wound. 


At length the hard Earth began for to quake, 
The Dragon gave him ſuch a knock, 


Which made him to Reel, 
And ftrait way he thought | 
To lift him as high as a Rock; 


And thence let him fall, - 


But More of More. Hall, : 
Like a valiant Son of Mars 3. 


As he came like a Lout, 


So he turned him about, | 
And hit him a kick on the Arſe. 


Oh! quoth the Dragon, with 2 Sigh, 
And turned fix times together, | 


Sobbing, and tearing, curſing and Cwearing | 


Out o ** throat of Leather, 


Ob, thou Ragskal, 
| More of More- Hab, 


Would I had ſeen You neyer, 


With the thing at thy foot, 


Thou haft prickt my Arſe Gut, 
Oh, Lam quite undone for ever. 


Murther, Murther, the Dragon cry'd 


Alack, alack, for Grief, _ 
Had you but miſt that place, you could 
Have done me no Miſchief ; 
Then his Head he ſhak'd, 


Ttembled, and Quak'd 
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But 'twill not I fear pleaſe every Palat ; : 


That every Line in my Ballad is truth: 
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Bi to Page Mtn. 6G 
And down he laid and cayd: : | "i 
Firft on one Knee, | 

Then on back tumbled he, 


| 80 groan'd, _Y ſhit, and den 
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Cons buy my new Ballad, 
I have't in my Wallet. 


Then mark what enſu'th, 
I ſwear by my Youth, 


A Ballad of Wit, a brave Ballad of worth, 

* Tis newly printed, and newly come forth. 
*Twas made of 4 Cloak that fell out with 4 Gown TR, 
That cramps. all the een and crigpÞ'd be Crown. 
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k $ Pills to Hewes Melanchoh. - 
8 TIN ten you in brief, 


A ſtory of Grief, | 
Which oven 'd when Cloak was Commander i in Chief: 

It tore Common Prayers; 

Impriſon'd Lord Mayors, 
In one day it voted down Prelates and Players; 
It made 8 perjur d in point of Obedience, 

ant did cut off the Oath of Allegiance. 

Then let us endeavour to pull the Cloak down, 
Thet cramps all the King m and crippl d the Crown, 


Tt was 5 Black Cloke, 
time be it ſpoke, 


That pr many thouſand and never ftruck ſtroke 


With Hatchet and Rope, 
Ihe forlorn Hope, 


Did join with the Devil to pull a eh vals 


It ſet all the Seats in the City to work, 


And rather than fail *twould have broug bt in the Turk; 


Then let us endeavour, &. 


It foiz'd on the Tow'r Guns, 
Thoſe fierce Demi-Gorgons; 


It brought in the Bagpipes and bare down the Organs, 


The Pulpit did ſmoak, 
The Churches did choak ; . 


g And all our Religion was turn d to a Cloak : 


It brought in Lay-Elders could not write nor read; 


It {et Publick Faith up, and pull'd down the Creed. 
ben let us endeavour, &c. 


This pious Impoſtor 
Such fury did foſter, 
It left us no penny nor no Pater Nuſter: 
It threw to the Ground 
Ten commandments dewn, 


And ſet up twice twenty times ten of! its own: 


It routed the Kingy and Villains eleded, 


To plander all thoſe whom they thought Uinifeted, 
1hen let us endeavour, kc. 


ro 


— 
„* b 
=,” — — — — — ——— — — — — was — 


— — — 


g 0 w S 
—ů ͤ—ĩ1—dP . — —ęV. wy. 
* — — — — — 
Py 


And gave it to Tom Trumpeter and his Mate: 


For crying out Fight the Lord's Parr beloved : 
To aim at the Council, but ſhot-at-the King. 


| Do now keep their Quarters on the City Gat . | 


| It gave a commiſſion. to kill one another: 
It took up mens Horſes at very low rates, 
: And plunder'd our Goods to ſecure our Eſtates. 


It made the beft mirror of Ma jeſty bleed: 


By rallying and calling his Journey-men to! ti 


Pits to * Melancholy. 
To blind People's Ey es. 
This Cloak was fo wiſe, | 
It took off Ship-money, but ſet up Exciſe: : 


Men brought in their Plate, 
For Reaſons of State, 


In Pamphlets it writ many ſpecious Epiſtles, 


To cozen poor Wenches of Bodkins and Whiſtles. 
Then let us endeavour, &c. | 


In pulpits it moved 
And was much approved, 


It bobtayl'd the Gown, 

Put Prelacy down, 
It trod on the Miter to reach at the 8 : 
And into the Field it an army did bring, 


Then let us endeavour, &c. 


It raiſed up States, | 
Wboſe politick pates 


To Father and mother, 
To fiſter and Brother, 


Then let us endeavour, &c. 


\ 


Tunis Cloak did proceed 
To a damnable Deed, 


Tho' Cloak did not do't, 
He ſet it on Foot, 


For never had come ſuch-a bloody Diſaſter, -— 
If Cloak had not firſt drawu a Sword at Bs Maſter. 
Then ket us endeavour, &c. 


Be Though | 
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Pill, to Purge Melancholy 
Though ſome of them went hene 
y ſorrowful Sentence, | 5 
This lofty long Cloak is not moy'd to Repentace 
But he and his Men, | 
Twenty thouſand times ten 
Are plotting to do their tricks over again: 


7 | But let this proud Cloak to Authority _ 


Or DUN will provide him a Button and 
Then let us endeguour to pull tbe Cloat down, 
That baſely did ſever the Head from — Crow. 
Let's pray, that the King, 
And bis Parliament, 
In 2 _ fecular Things may conſent = 
igbreoufly firm, 
pt eligioufly free; 
That P apifts and Atheiſts ſuppreſſed may FR | 
And as there's one Deity doth over-yeign us, 
One Faith, and one Form, and one Church may enntain , 12 5 
Then Peace, Truth and Plenty our Kingdom will crown, 
And all Popiſn Plots and their Plotters ſhall down, * 


/ 
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Blanker-Fair or the Hiſtory of 8 
Being a Relation of the merry pranks play d on 
| the River of Thames during the great Froſt 
Tune Fe pound. 


\Ome liſten 2 while ( tho* the Weather be cold) 
In your Pockets and Plackets your hands you may hold 
EI tell you a Story as true as *tis rare, 
Of a River turn'd into a Baribolomew. Fair j 
Since old Chriſtmaſs laſt 
There has been ſuch a Froſt. 
That the Thames has by half the whole Nation been croſt, 
Oh Seulers I pity your fate of extreams, 
Each ron is now become free of the Themes, 
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| Tu ſome Lapland Acquaimance of Conjurer Oates 

| That has ty'd up your hands and Impriſon'd your Bots 

You know he was ever a Friend to the Crew 

Of all thoſe that to Admiral Fames haye been true, 

Where Sculs did once Row | 3 

, Men walk to and fro, FFC 

| But c're four Months are ended, *twill hardly be fo, © | 

| Should your hopes of a Thaw by this weather be croſt, 
Your Fortune will ſoon be as hard as the Froſt, 


In Roaſt-Beef and Brandy much Money is ſpent, 

; And Booths made of Blanket, that pay no ground. rent; 

DW: With old faſhion'd Chimneys the Rooms are ſecur'd, 
And the Houſes from danger of Fire are enſur'd, 

The chief place you meet i 

Is call'd — 2 ; 

18 If you do not believe me, then you may go and ſeet. 
| From the Temple the Students do thither reſort, "<0 
Who were always great Patrons of Revzls and S port. 


> The Citizen comes with his Daughter or Wife, 4 
| And ſwears he ne'er ſaw ſuch a fight in his Life: 
The Preniices ftary'd at home for want of Coals 
| To catch them a beat do flock thither in ſhoals, 
While the Country Squire | wy 
| _ Does ſtand and admire, . 
At the wondrous con junction of Water and Fire. 
Straight comes an arch Wag a young Son of a Whore, 
And lays the Squires head where his brels were before. 


The Rotterdam Dutchman with fleet cutting Scates, 
To pleafure the crowd ſhews his tricks and his feu, 
Who like a Kope-dancer (for his ſharp-Sreels) 
His Brains and Activity lie in his Heels, 
Here all things like fate 
Are in ſlippery ſtate, OE. Bo. 
From the ſole of the Foot to the Crown of the Pate. 
While the Rabble in Sledges run giddily round, . 
And naught but a circle of folly is tougd, 
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FF 22 Pills to Purge Melancholy. - 
Here Damſelt are handed like Nympb in the Bath, 
By Gentlemen- Uſpers with Legs like a Lab; 
bey ſlide to a Tune, and cry give me your Hud, 
When the tottering Fops are ſcarce able to ſtand. 
Then with fear and with care 


4 


They arrive at the Fair, 1 8 . 
Where Wenches ſell Glaſſes and Crakt Eartben. M are; 

{ | Toſhew that the World and the Pleaſure it brings, 
| Are made up of brittle and ſlippery things. 


A Spark of the Bar with his Cane and his Muff, = 

| || One Day went to Treat his new rigg'd Kitchin-ſtuff, 
Let ſlip from her Gallant, the gay Damoſel try'd 
( A s oft ſhe had done in the County) to ſlide, 

4 In the way lay a ſtump, IN 

That with a damn'd thump. wa 
She broke both her Shoe-ſtrings and crippl'& her Rump. 
The heat of her Buttocks made ſuch a great thaw, © 
| || She had like to have drowned the Man of the Law. 


All you that are warm both in Body and Purſe, 
| || FT give youthis warning for better or worſe, 

1 Be not there in Moon-ſhine, pray take my advices 
Tor llippery things have been done on the re. 
Mads there have been ſaid 
',' Toloſe Maiden- bead. N 
And Sparks from full Pockets gone empty to Bed. 

\* Iftheir- Brains and their Bodies had not been too warm, 
It is forty to one they had come to leſs harm. 


» — 


1 0 The praiſe of the Dairy-Maid, with a lick at the 
Cream Pot, ora {ding Roſe, Ta the fore- 
going Tune, „ 


9 9 


| 4 ET Wine turn a Spark and Ale huff like a EHeclor, 
I Let Pluto drink Coffee, and Fove his rich Nectar. 
5 P Cider nor Sherry, 5 
Metbeglin nor Perry, 5 
a 155 Shall 


2 | The firſt of fair Diiry-Maids if you'll believe, 


Iz! that age or time there was no damn'd Money, 


Pils to Purge Melancholy 13 
Shall more make me Drunk, which the vulgar call Merry 2 
Theſe Drinks o'er my Fancy no more ſhall N 
But T'le take a full ſoop at the merry Mill. pail. 


In praiſe of a Dairy I purpoſe to ſingg _ 
But all things in order firſt, God ſave the Ring. 
. And the Queen I may ſay, 4 
That ev'ry May. day, Or IO i 
Has many fair Dairy-Maids, all fine and gay. 75 
Aſſiſt me fair Damſels to finiſh my Theme. 
And inſpire my Fancy with Strawberries and Cream. 


Was Adam's own wife, your Great - grandmother Eve. 
She milk'd many a Cow, 1 a4 "3 
As well ſhe knew how, N 
Tho Butter was then not ſo cheap as tis now; 
She hoarded no Buzter nor Cheeſe on a ſhelf, 

For the Butter and Cheeſe in thoſe days made it ſelf. 


Yet the Children of Iſrael fed upon Milk and Honey: 
'  -.._ No Cue you could her 
OO the bigheR Degrog/ 2 lt 
But would milk the Brown Cow with: the meaneft ſne. 
Their Lambs gave them Cloathing, their Cows gave them i 
In a plentiful Peace all their Jays were compleat. (Meat, 


But now of the making of Cheeſe we ſhall treat, 
| That Nurſer of Subjells, bold Britain's chief Meat. 
Wen they firſt begin it, 
lo —. i: FED 
Begets the firft Curd, you wou'd wonder. what's in its 
Then from the blew Whey, when they put the Curds hy, 
They look juſt like Amber or Clouds in the . 
Your Turkey Sberbet and Arabian Tea 
Is Diſh water ſtuff o a Diſh of new Whey 3 
: For it cools Head and Brains, 
Ul yapours it drains, 5 
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we are apt to reply, ther's 1 


74 | Pills to Purge Melancholy, 


And tho! your Gurs rumble "twill ne'er hart yqur Brains, 
Court. Ladies th morning will drink a whole Pottle, 


And ſend ont their Pages with Tankard and Bottle. 


Thou Daughter of Milk and Mother of Butter, 


Sweet Cream thy due praiſe how ſhall I now utter? 


For when at the beſt, ; 
A thing's well expreſs'd, 5 
bs Cream of the Feft; 
Had I been a Mouſe, I believe in my Soul 
J had long ſince been drowned in a Cream bewl, 


The Elixir of Milk, the Dutch-men's delight, 


By motion and tumbling thou bringeſt to light 


But oh, the ſoft fiream 
That remains of the Cream! | 
Old Morpheus ne'er taſted fo ſweet in a dream: 
It removes all 0bſtrugions deprefles the Spleen, 
And makes an old Bawd like a Wench of fifteen. 


Amongſt the rare Virtues that Milk does produce, 


A thouſand more Dainties are daily in uſe: 


| For a Pudding I'll tell ye, . 
Eer it goes in the Belly, | 
Muft have both good Milk and the Cream and the Jelly: 
For a dainty fine Pudding without Cream or Milk, 
Is like a Citizen's Wife without Sauen or Silk, 


In the Virtue of Mill there's more to be muſter'd, 


The charming delights of Cheeje Cakes and Cuſtard z 


For at Tottenbam- Court 
You can have no ſport, 1 e 
Unleſs you give Cuftards and good Cheeſe Cates for't ; 
And what's Fack Pudding that makes us to laugh x 


Unleſs he hath got a great Cuſtard to quaff. 


Both Pancakes and Fritters of Milk have good ftore, 

But a Devonſhire W. bite. pot r-quires much more. 
No fate you can think, Fo 

Tho' you ſtudy and wink, 


From 


Pills to Boge Melenchohy. 77 
From the luſty Sack-poſſer bo yoor Be Poſſet. drink, 


But Milk's the Ingredient, at's ne er the worſe ; 
For tis Sack makes the Man, tho Mill makes the Nl 


But now 1 ſhall treat of a Diſh that is ca, 


A rich cloured Cream or a 9 j 
A Lady I heard tell, 
Not far off did dwell, 
Made her Xnbund'a Fool, and yet pleas'd him full vel. 


Give thanks to the Dairy then every Lad; 
That from good natur d Women ſuch Fool may be had. 


When the Damſel has got the Cows Teat in her band: 
How ſhe merrly ſings, while 5 cl ſtand, | 
Then with a. pleaſure I rub, . 
et impatient Iſcrub, 
When 1 think of the Bleſſing of a gb: : 
Oh Dairy.matds, Mill. mai ds, ſuch hliſs ne er »ppoſe, 


If e er you'll be happy 1 ſpeak under the A0. 3 


This Ne was 4 Maiden once of your profeſſion, 


Till the Rabe and the 4 had taken rr. 3 | 


At length it was ſaid, 
That dne Mr. Ed n 


Did both diy and ſow in her Parſiy-Bed 3 


But the Fool for his labour deſerves not a Ruſh, 


For grafting a Tbiſtle upon a Ree buſh, 
Now Milk-maids take warning by this Maidens fall, 


Keep what is your own, and then you keep all; 
Mind well your Milk pan, 

And ne'er touch a man, | 7 74 
And you'll ſtill be a Maid, let him do has her can. | 
I am your well-wiſher, then liſten to my word, 
And give no more Milk than the Cow can afford, 
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. 1 live to grow old ( for I find 1 go down) 


Let this be my Fate, In a fair Countrey Town 
Let me have a warm Houſe, with a Stone at my Gate 
And a cleanly young Girl to rub my bald pate; 
May I govern my paſſion with an abſolute ſway, 1 
Aud grow wiſer and better as my ſtren il we ars away; 


' Witbout Gout or Stone, by a gentle 20 5 
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In a Country Town, by a murmuring Brook, 
With the Ocean at diſtance whereon I may look 


17 


With a ſpacious plain without Hedge or ſtile, 


And an eaſie Pad Nag to ride out a Mile. 
May I govern my paſſion, &c. 


With Horace and 8 and two or three more 
Of the beſt Wits that liv'd 3 in the Ages before : 
With a Diſh of Roaft Mutton, not Veniſon nor Teal, 
And clean (tho' courſe ) Linnen at every Meal. 
May 1 govern, &c. * 


With a pudding on Sundgys, and ſtout humming Liquor, 


And remnants of Latin to welcome the Vicar, 


With a hidden reſerve of Burgundy Wine, 


To drink the King's Health as _ as 1 Dine. 
"PE govern, Kc. ED, 


When the days are — 5 it Freezes and Snows; 


May I have a Coal-fire as high as my Noſe z 


A Fire (which once ftirred up with a Prong) 


Will keep the Room temperate all the mnt long. 
My 7 govern, &c. | | 


E. ith a courage undaunted ny I face my laft we 
And when I am dead may the better ſort ſay, 

In the morning when ſober, in the evening when mellow, 
He's gone, and has left not behind him his Fellow: 


Feoor be govern'd bis Paſſion with an abſolute way, 


And g rew wi fer and better as bjs ſtrengib wore ang, + 


mw about Gout or Stone, * 4 n * 


N 2 * RE — 


The old Woman Wi 1 Tune, The 01d Mans ; Wiſh: - 


W hen my hairs they grow hoary, & my checks they 
look pale, 54 1 


When my forchead hath wrinkles, and my exe-ight * 


— = * 
— 


q 3 , . — OE He 8 8 


. ICS 11 — c 0 
* r 1 1 * — * £ F ; | 
. * 7 — J * 
c NE” - 5 3 — . — 4 . - \ by g + 
* x ONLY” IF * mo — . * 1 » ew” OI * * — 0 * 1 — 9 N 5 1 — ; , F , — we — 5 N — 
3 —— A 2 *, * « * 4 _ — 3 r — 5 gd ma 4 * - - 4:44 —— 2 2 en. - 
4 0 - — _ - Cie, 4 — ER. * 3 1 1 : — 4 of PE 5 * ” 7 
1 * 22 * s ——__ * * — =y 1 2 - £ Þ i 
, — „ : Ps — — 2 2 
— . * 4 1 5 4 * wy as — > 
— 1 1 * 


C 


18 Pills to Pinge Melancholy. 
Let my words both and Actions be free from. all harm, 
And have my old Husband to keep my Back warm. 
The Pleaſures of Youth, are Flowers but of May, 
Our life's but a Vapour, dur Body's but Clay z 
Oh! let me live well, thougb I live but one day» 


With a Sermon on Sunday, and a Bible of good print, 
With a Pot o'er the Fire and good Victuals in't; 
With Ale, Beer, and Brandy, both Winter and Summer, 
Io drink to my Goſſip and be pledg'd by my Gammer, 
Te Pleaſures of Nouth, &c. i 


With Pigs and with Poultry, with ſome Money in ſtore, 
To lend to my Neighbour and give to the poor: 

With a bottle of Canary, to drink without fin, 1 
And to comfort my Daughter when that ſhe lies In. 
© The Pleaſures of Joutb, &c. ER 


With a Bed ſoft and eaſie, to reft on at night; 

With a Maid in the morning to riſe when tis light? 
Jo do her work neatly, to obey my deſire, 
To make the houfe clean, and to blow up the Fire, 

= The Pleaſures of Touth, &c. oP 


With Coals, and with Bavins, and a good warm Chair, 
With a thick Hood & Mantle, when I ride on my Mare: 
Let me dwell near my Cupboard, and far from my Foes, 
With a pair of Glaſs Eyes to clap on my Noſe, 
mR» of Tome, ic. 


And when Tam dead, with a figh let them ſay, 

Our honeft old Gammer is laid in the Clay : 
When young ſhe was chearful no Scold nor no Whore, 
She helped her Neighbours and gave to the Poor, 
Ibo the Flower of ber Touth in ber Age did decay, 
Thougb ber life was aV pour, that vaniſh'd away , 

Sbe ivd well and bappy until the laſt day. - 


Let me have a warm Bit, with two more in ſtore, 
Without Ach or Cough by a tedious decay, 
In a dry Chimny Nook with a Rug and warm cloths, 


With a Pudding on Sunday, with Cuſtard and Plums, L 


With a Neighbour or two to tell me a Tale, 
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Pills to Purge Melancholy. 19 * 
The Old Woman's Wiſh to the ſame Tune. | 


rfl live to be old, which I never will own, | 
Let this be my Fortuue in Country or Town 3 


And a Luſty young Fellow to rub me before. 
May Igive to my Paſſion am abſolute ſway, _ 
Till with mumping & grunting my Breath's worn away 


A ſwinging Coal-fire ftill under my Noſe z 
With a large Elbow Chair to fit at the fire, 
And a Crutch, or a Staff to the Bed to retire. 
May give to my Pafion &G, 


When my Teeth are all out, for to eaſe my old Gums 3 'Þ 
With a dram of the Bottle, each day a freſh quart. 
Reſerv'd in a corner to cheer up my heart. | 1 
May Igive to my Paſſion, &. 


And to ſing Chevy Chaſe o'er a Pot of good Ale, 1 
A Snuff - box, and ſhort Pipe ſnug under the Range, = 
And a clean Flannel mild as oft as I change, | 9 

M Igive to my Paſſion, &c. 


Without Palſy or Count, may I die in my Chair, 

And when dead, may my Greas Great Gran!child declare 
She's gone who ſo long had cheated the Devil, 5 
And the World is well rid of a troubleſom evil. 

That gave to ber Paſſion an abſolute ſway, 
Till with mumping and grunting ber breath wore away, 
Without Ach or Cough by a tedious dec. 


* 4 
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Tom | 


20 Ul to Purge Melancholy, 
Tom and Doll; or the Modeſt Maids Delighr. 


93 
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. WI. the Kine had given a Pail full, \ 


And the Sheep came bleating home, 
Doll who knew it would be healthful, - 
Went a walking with young Tom, 

Hand in hand Sir, | 

O're the Land Sir, 

As they walked to and fro. 
Tom made jolly Love to Dolly, 
But was anſwer'd, No, no, no, no, &c. 


Faith ſays Tom the time is fitting, 55 
We ſhall never get the like; 
Jou can never get from Knitting, 

| Whilit Im Digging in the Dike ; 


Pill to i Pare aeg 


Now we're gone too, 
And alone too, 
No one by to ſee or know 8 
Come, come, Dolly, prithee ſhall I? 
Still ſhe anſwer G No, uo, no, no, KC, 


Tie upon you Men, quoth Doly, 
In what ſnares you'd make us fall, 


You'll get nothing but the folly, 
But I ſhall get che Devil and all * 
Tom with ſobs, 
And ſome dry Bobs, 


Cry'd, you're a Fool to argue ſo; 


Come, come, Dolly, ſhall 1? ſhall I? 
Still ſhe anſwer d, No, uo, no, no, &c. 


To the Tavern then he took her, 
Wine to Love's a Friend confeſt, 


By the hand he often ſhook her, 


And drank brimmers to the beſt, oe 
Doll grew warm, 
And thought no harm; 
Till after a brisk Pint or two, 
To what he ſaid the filly Maid, 
Could hardly bring out, No, no, no, , dc. 


She ſwore he was the prettie Fellow 
In the Country or the Town, 
And began to grow ſo mellow, 
On the Couch he laid her down L 
Tom came to hec, 
For to woe her 
Thinking this the time to try: 
Something paſt io kind at laſts 
Her No was chang'd to 1, J. J, I, 15 J. &c. 


Cloſely then they join'd their Faces, 

Lovers you know what 1 mean, 

Nor could ſhe hinder his Embraces, 
Love was now too far got in; 


* 1 
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Both now lying, '. 
- Panting hey | 
Calms ſucceed the ormy Joy, 
Tom would fain renew't again, 
And ſhe conſents with I. 21 J, J, J, &c. 
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The Wincheſter — ; or Ralph f Redding, 
and Black Beis of the rea” 
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, A” Wincheſter Was a Wedding, n 
b The like was never ſeen, 

Twixt luſty Ralph of Rading, 

And bonny black Beſs of the Green: 
The Fidlers were Crouding before, 
Each Laſs v was as fine as a Queen, 


Br 
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There was a hundred and more, 


For all the Country came in: 
Brisk Robin led Roſe ſo fair, 
She look't like a Lily o'th Vale, 
And Rudd y- fac'd Harry led Mary, 
And Roger led bouncing Nell. 


With Tommy came ſmiling Katy, 
He helpt her over the Stile, 


And ſwore there was none ſo pretty, 


In forty and forty long mile. 
Kit gave a Green-Gown to Betty, 
And lent her his hand to riſe, 


But Jenny was jeer'd by Watty, 


For looking blew under the eyes: 


Thus merrily chatting all, 


They paſs'd to the Bride. bouſe along, | 


With Fobnny and pretty-fac'd Nanny, 


The faireft of all the throng. 


The Bride came out to meet em, 


Afraid the Dinner was ſpoil'd, 


And uſher'd em in to treat 'em, 


With Bak'd, and Roaſted, and Boyd, 


The Lads were ſo frolick and jolly, 


For each had hi, Love by his ſide, 


But Wily was Melancholy, 


For he had 2 mind to the Bride. 


Then Pbilip begins her Health, 


And turns a Beer Glaſs on his thumb, 
But Fentin was reckon'd for drinking 
The beſt in Chriſtendom. 


And now they had Din'd, advancing 


Into che midſt of the Hall, 


The Fidlers ftruck up for dancing, 


And Feremy led up the Brawl; 


But Murgery kept a quarter, 


A Laſs that was proud of her pelf, 


1 
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Cauſe Arthur had ftollen her Garter, 
And ſwore he would tie it himſelf ; 

She ſtrugl'd and bluſht, and frown'd, 
And ready with anger to cry, . 


_ *Cauſe Artbur with tying her Garter, 


Had lip'd his hand too high. 


And now for throwing the Stocking, 
The Bride away was led, V 
The Bridegroom got Drunk and was knocking 
For Candles to light em to Bed: hs 
But Robin that found him filly, 
Mͤoſt friendly took him aſide, 
The while that his Wife with Willy, 
Was playing at Hoopers-bide z 
And now the warm Game begins, 
The Critical minute was come 
And Chatting & Billing, and Kiſſing, 
Went merrily round the Room, 


Pert Stephen was kind to Beety, 
And blith as'a Bird in the Spring, - 


And Tommy was ſo to Katy, 


And Wedded her with a Ruſh Ang: 
Sukey that danc'd with the Cuſhion, 

An hour from the room had been gone, 
And Bar%aby knew by her bluſhing, 

That ſome other Dance had been done: 
And thus of fifty fair Maids, 8 

That came to the Wedding with Men, 
Scarce five of the fifty was left ye, 

That fo did return again. 
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John Dory, made upon his Expelitioni into France. 
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S it fell on a Holy-day, 
As it fell on a Holy-day, 
And upon a Holy-tide 4, 
ZE f And upon a Holy- -tide 4. 
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| Aud when Jobn Dory to pelt was come, 
A little before the Gate 3 
Fobn Dory was fitted, the Porter was witted, 
To let him in thereat 4. | 


The firft man that Fob! Dory did meet. 
Was good King Fobn of France 4; 


Fobn Dory could well of his _— 
But fell down i in a trance 4. 


A Pardon, A Pardon,my Liege nd my King, 
For my merry men and for Me az 

And all the Churls in merry England, 
II bring them all bound to thee 4. 


And Nichol was then a Corniſh man, 
A little befide Bobide a ; | 
And he mann'd forth a good black Bark, 355 
With ny good Oars on a ide 4 & 4 ih 
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Nun up my Boy, unto the main top, 


26 Bil to Purge ak. 


And look what thou canſt ſpy az 


Who ho! who ho! a goodly Ship 1 do ſee, | 


I trow it be Foby Dory a. 


They hoiſt their Gails, both top and top, 
The Miſein and all was tryd 43 
And every Man ſtood to his Lot, 

What ever ſhould betide 4. 


The Roaring Cannons then were ply'd : 


And Dub-a-dub went the Drum az 


he ſounding Trumpets loud they cry'd, 


To courage both all and ſome 4. 


The grapling Hooks were brought at err, 
The brown bill and the Sword 4, 


Foby Dory at length, for all his ſtrength, | 


— as 8888 faſt __ board a. 
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A Second Part of John Daw: to aha is This, 


on Sir John S—— E xpedition into Scotland 
1639. 


O. Fobn got him an ambling Nag, 


To Scotland for to ride az 


With a hundred Horſe more then his own, 


To guard him on each ide 4. 


No arrant Knight cer went to fight,” 
With half ſo gay a Serado ; 

Had you ſeen but his look, you'd a ſworn on 2 a book, 
He'd conquer'd a whole Amado. | 
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The Ladies run all tothe Windows to ſees, \ 
So noble and gallant a fight 43 
Andas he rode by, they began to cry, 
Sir yore why will you go to N A 


But he like a cruel Knight rode on, 

His Heart would not relent 4 | 
For till he came there he ſhew'd no fear, 
Why then ſhould he repent 4. 


| The King (God bleſs) had angular "AH 
Of him and all his Troop az 
The Brod'rers as they met him o'th' way, 
For Joy did hallow and hoop « 4 


None lik'd him ſo well, as his own Colonel, 
Who took him for ohn Du- wart 43 


But when there was ſhews of Gunning and Blows, 


Sir Jobn was nothing ſo pert. 4. 


: For when the Scotch Army came in 6ght, 
All Men were prepared to fightaz;z 
He run to his Tent, and ask'd what they meant, 
And ſwore he muſt needs go ſhite 4, 


His Colonel ſent for him back again, 
10 quarter him in the Van 4; 

But Sir Fobn did ſwear he came not there, 
To be kill'd the very firſt Man 4. 


"To cure his Fear he was ſent i'th' Rear, 
Some ten miles back and more 4 

Where he fell to play at Tray-trip for Hey, 
And nere ſaw the A more 4. 
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Which ſuddenly with Water we dout, 


The Faireft Goddeſs in the Skies, | 5 


Villcan he to do her right, 
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The BLACK- SMITH: 


E all the Trades that e ever 1 ſee, | 

b There's none to a Black-ſmith compared may be, 
With ſo many ſeveral Tools works he, 

Which no body can deny. 


The firſt that ever Thunder-bolt made, 
Was a Cyclops of the Black-ſmith's Trade, ) 
As i in a Learned Author is ſaid, | 

I bich no body, &c. 
When Thund'ring like we ſtrike about, 
The Fire like Lightning flaſhes out, 


Which no body, &c. 
To marry with Vulcan did adviſe, 


And he was a Black-ſmith grave and wiſe, 
| Which no loch, Rc. 


Did build her a Town by Day and by Night, 


And gave it a name which vas Hammer ſmiib hight ; 1 
* hieb no Loch, &c. 7u Fa | 
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Vulcan further did acquaint her, 
That a pretty Eftate he would appoint her, 
And leave her Seacole-lane for a Joynter, 
Which no body, &c. 


And that no Enemy might wrong her, 

He built her a Fort you'd wiſh no ſtronger, 
Which was in the Lane of Ironmonger, 
Which no body, &c. 


Smithfield he aid deanſe from dirt, 
And ſure there was Reaſon for't, 
For there he meant ſhe ſhould keep her Court, 
Which no body, &c. © 


But after in a good time and tide, 
It was by the Black-ſmith rectifi'd, 
To the Honour of Edmond Iron ſide; 

, bich no body, KC, 


Vulcan after made a Train, 

Wherein the God of War was ta' en, | 

| Which ever ſince hath been call'a Paul's Chain, 1 
ib nd body, &c, © 


The Commai Proverb as it is read, 
That a Man muſt hit the Nail on the Head, 
Without the Black-ſmith cannot be ſaid z 

" Which no body, &c. 


Another muſt not be forgot, = 
And falls unto the Blacł. ſmitb's Lot, 
That he muſt ſtrike while the or: is bot 5 
. | Which no body, 8c. 


Another comes in moſt proper and fit, 
„ The Black-ſmith's Juſtice is ſeen in it, 


When you give a Man roaſt-meat and beat bim with the | f 


5 lic no body, Kc. GE 
„ 
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Another comes in our Black. Smiths way 
When things are ſafe as Old Wives ſay, * 
We have them under Lock and Key, 

Mpich no body, &Kc. 


Another that's in the Black- Smiths Books, 
And only to him for Remedy looks, 
Ts when a Man is quite off the Hooks, 
Which no body, &c. 


Another Prove rb to him doth belong, 
And therefore let's do the Black-Smith no wrong, 
When a Man's held hard to it buckle and thong z 5 
MWoich no boch, &c. 


E Another proverb doth make me Laugh, 


Whercin the Black-Smith may challenge half, 
When a Reaſon's as plain as a Pike- ſtaff, 
| * ich no body, &. 


Though your Lawyers travel beth near and far. 
And by long pleading, a good Cauſe may marr, 
Yet your Black-Smith takes more pains at the Barr, 
Which no body, &c. 


| Tho! your Scrivener ſeeks to cruſh and t to kit, 


By his counterfeit Deeds and thereby doth ill, 


| Yet your Black-Smith may Forge what he will * 


Which no body, &c. 


Tho' your Bankrupt Citizens lurk i in their holes, 


And Laugh at their Creditors and their Catch-poles, 


| Yet your Black-Smith can feich them over the Coals; 


Which no body, &c. 


ö Though Fockey in the Stable be never. ſo neat, 


To look to his Nag, and preſcribe him his Meat, 


| Yet your Black. Tmevh knows better how to give him a heats 


1 


Which no wa &c. 
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, * 1fany taylor have the itch, _ 
5 The Zlack-ſmith's water as black as pitch 
Win make his hands go thorough ſtich; 
Which no body, &c. 


There's never a ſlut if filth o' re ſmutch her, 

But owes to the Blacł. ſmitb for her leacher, „ 

For without a pair of tongs ther's no man would touch her; 
* Which nobody, &c. 


Your Roaring boys who every one Quails, 
Fights, Domineers, Swagers and Rails, 
Could never yet make the Smith eat his Nalls, A 
Which no bady, &c. | | 


If any Scholar be in doubt, 
. And cannot well bring this matter about; 
The Black-ſmith can hammer it out; 
1 Which no body, &c. | 


Now if to know him you would deſire, 
You muſt not ſcorn but rank him higher, 
For what he gets is out of the Firez 
| Which no body, &c. 


Now here's a good health to Blzck-ſmiths all, 
And let it go round as round as a ball, 
We'll drink it all off though it coſts us a fall ʒ 
Which no body, &c. 
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Smith. Fag. 28. 


Tm. s many Clinching verſe is made, 
In honour of the Black-ſmith's trade, 
But more of the Brewer may be ſaid ; 
Which no body can deny, 


1 1050 not much of this repeat, | 
The Blacl- ſmith cannot be compleat, 

Unleſs the Brewer do give him a heat z 
Which no body can deny. 


When Smug unto the Forge doth come, 
Unleſs the Brewer doth Liquor him home, 


_ He'll never ftrike, my pot, and thy pot, Jom; 
Which no body can deny. 


of an profeſſons i in the town, 
The Brewer's trade hath gain'd renown; 


| His Liquor reaches up to the crown; 
Which no den em deny. 


k Many new Lard from him thire did fpring, 


Of all the Trades he till was their King, 
For the Brewer had the World in a ſling gz 
15 Which no body can deny. 


He ſcorneth all laws and Marſhal ſtops, 


But whips an Army as round as tops, 
And cuts of his foes as thick as hops 3 


Which ng body can deny. 


ii 


He dives for Riches down to the bottom. 


And crys my Maſters when he has got em, 


Let every Tub ſtand on his own bottom, 
I. bicb no body can deny, 


The BREWE R. To the Tune of the Black- 


Tn 
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Tn Warlike Acts he ſcorns to ſtoop, 
For when his Army begins to droop, 


He draws them up as round as a Hoop 3 
Which no body can deny. 


The Jewiſh Scot that Scorns to eat, 

The Fleſh of Swine and Brewers beat, 

Twas the ſight of his Hogs-head made em retreat, 
. Mbiob no body can deny. 


Poor Fockey and his Basket Helt, 

Was beaten, and much Blood was ſpilt, 

And their Bodies like Barrels did run a tilt, 
Which no body can deny, 


Though Femmy gave the firſt aſſault 

The Brewer at laſt made him to halt, RE 
And gave them what the Cat left in the Malt; 

Which no body can deny. /' 


They cry'd that Antichriſt came to ſettle, 

Religion in a Cooler and a Kettle, X 3 

For his Noſe and Copper were both of one Metal. 
, bicb no body can den. 


Some Chriſtian Kings began to quake, 
And ſaid with the Brewer no quarrel we'll make, 
We'll let him alone as he Brews let him bake; 

| Which no body can deny. 5 


He hath a ſtrong and very ftout Heart, 
And thought to be made an Emperor tor t, 

But the Devil put a Spoke in his Cart; 
Which no body can deny. 


If any intended to do him Diſgrace, 
His fury would take off his Head in the place, 
He always did carry his Furnace in his Face 3. 
1 Wbich no body can = - 
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But yet by the way you muſt under ſtand, 
He kept his Foes ſo under command, 


That Pride could never get the upper hand; 
Which no body can 5 15 : 


L | 
1 
[| 
d It 
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He was a out Brewer of whom we may brag 3 
But now he is hurried away with a hag, 
He breys in a bottle and bakes in a bag x 

Which no body can deny. 


— —— ͤ — — — recs ———ů —— 


And 1 now may all ſtout Soldiers ſay, 
Farewel the Glory of the day, 


"|| For the Brewer himſelf is turn'd to Clay 
l Which no. body can deny. 
[; 
| Thusfell the brave Brewer the bold Son of ſlaughter, | 


We need not to fear, what ſhall follow after, 
For he dealt all his time in Fire and Water, 
Which no body can deny, 


And if his Succeſſor had Had but his Might, 

j Then we had not been in a pitiful plight, : 

| | But he was found many Grains too Light; 5 | F 
| Which no body can deny. 9 
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= Let's leave of ſinging, and drink of our bub, 1 
We'l call up a reckoning, and every Man club, 4 
For I think I have told you a tale of a Tubz ö 
1 5 #F bich no body 70 4. 9 55 
| | f 
1 1 
11. 7 

4 » 
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F France from Spain from Rome I come, 
And from all parts of Chriſtendum, 
For to cure all ſtrange Diſeaſes, 
Come take phyſick he that pleaſes: 
Come ye broken Maids that ſcatter, 
And can never hold your water, 
I can teach you it to keeps; 
And other things are very meet, 
As, groaning backward in your ſleep, 


Come an ugly dirty whore, 
That is at leaſt Threeſcore or more, 
Whoſe Face and Noſe ſtands all awry, 
As if you'd ſear to paſs her bj; 
Ican make her plump and young, 
Luſty lively and allo ſtrong, 
Honeſt, Active, fit to wed, 
And can recall her Maiden- head: 
All this is done as ſoon as ſaid, 


* 
— 
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It any man has got a Wife, 
That makes him weary of his Life, 
With ſcoulding, yoleing in the houſe, 
As tho" the Devil was turn'd looſe 
Let him but repair to me, 
I can cure her preſently, 
With one pill Tl make her civil, 
And rid her Husband of that evil, 
Oc ſend her head-long to the Devil. 


2 — — — — 
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The Pox, the Palſey, and the Gout, 
b Pains within, and Achs without, 
There is no diſeaſe but J, 
Can find a preſent remedy : 
Broken Legs and Arms, I'm ſute, 
Are the eaſieſt Wounds I cure: 
Nay more than that I will maintain, 
Break your neck, I'll ſet it again, 
Or alk you nothing for my pain. 


Or if any man has not, 

The heart to fight againſt the Scot, 

Un put him in one, if he be willing, 
Shall make him fight and ne'er fear killing, 
Or any that has been dead, e 
Seven long years and buried; 

I can him to life reſtore, 

And make him as ſound as he was before, 
| Elſelet him never truſt me more. 


I any man deſire to live, 

A thouſand ages let him give, 

Ne a thouſand pounds and I, . 
Win warrant him Life unleſs he dye 3 
| Nay more I'll teach him a better trick, 
|| Shall keep him well if he ge'er be ſick: 
j But if I no Mony ſee, + ea 
And he with diſeaſes troubled be, 
|| Then he may thank himſelf not me. 
1 ä 


4 
: 
. 


— — r ACS I 4942, are RAE 


Pills to Purge Mime. 3, 
ASON G made on the Downfall, or pulling || 


down of Charing-Crol: A „Dom. [ 64.2, 6 
ee Sat 


LIM 
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1 undone! the Lawyers are, 


They wander about the Town, 


And cannot find the way to Weſtminſter z 


No Charing · Croſs is down: 
At the end of the ſtrand they make a ſtand, 4 
_ Swearing they are at a loſs 


And chafing ſay, That's not the way, 


They muſt go by Charing-Croſs, 


The Parliament to vote it Down, 
Conceiyed very fitting, 
For fear't ſhould fall and kill 'em all, . . 
I'th houſe as they were ſitting, . : "ix 
They were inform'd't had ſuch a plot, 
Which made em ſo hard hearted, 
To give expreſs command, it ſhould be 
Taken down and carted, 


38 Pill to Purge Melanchoh. 


Men talk of plots, this might been worſe, 
For any thing I know, 


Than that Tomkins and Chalenour, | 


Was hang d for long ago: 


; But as our parliament from that, g 5 


Themſelves ſtrangly defended; 
So ſtill they do diſcover Plots, 
Before they be intended. 


For neithet Man, Woman nor Child, 


Will fay I'm confident, 


They ever heard it ſpeak one word, 


Againſt the parliament: 
T had Letters about it ſome ſay, 
Or elſe it had been freed ; 


 Fore-God 1 Il take my Oath that it, 


Could neither write nor read. 


5 The Committee faid, verily 


To popery twas bent, 
For ought I know it might be ſo, 
For to the Church it never went : 
What with exciſe and other loſs, 
The kingdom doth begin, 
To think you'll leave ne er a Croſs, 
Without door, nor within. 


Methinks the Common-Council mould, 
Of it have taken pitty, 


Cauſe good old Croſs, it always food, 


So ftrongly to the City: 


Since Croſſes you ſo much diſdain, 


Faith if J was as you, 
For fear the King ſhould Rule again, | 
I'd pull down Tyburn too. 
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TOMa BEDLAM | 


Orth from the dark and diſmal Cell, | | 
| And from the deep abyſs of Hell, 1 
Mad Jem is come to view the World again, — Nl 

I0o ſee if he can cure his diſtemper d Brain, | 


Fears and Cares oppreſs my Soul 3 ' 

Hark how the angry Furies howl 5 h 
Pluto laughs and Proſerpine is glad, | | 1 
To ſee poor naked Tom of Bedlam mad. 


2 
Tm h the World I wander Night and Day, | 
nd my ſtraggling Senſes, 1 
By == gry Mood I met old 7ime, | 
With his Pentateuch of Tenſes. 


' 
When me he ſpyes away he flies, i | 
Por Time will ftay for no Man z. "41% 
In vain with crys I rend the Skies, 
For pitty is not common. | 


Cold and comfortleſs I lie, 4 
f Help! O help lor elſe I die; W 
Hark I hear Apollo s Team, i | | | 

The Carman gins to whiftle 3 ” 
Chaſt Diana bends her bow, | - | 
| And the Bvar begins to briftle, if 


Come Vulcan with Tools and Tackles, 1 
And knock off my troubleſome Shackles. 1 
Bid Charles make ready his wain, 1 
To find my loſt Senſes again, * 2 1 


2 Night I heard the Dog ſtar bark, 
Mar, met Venus) in the Dark 4 ; 
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Limpiüg Fulcam heat an Iron Bar, 
And furiouſly ran at the God of n 


Mars with his Weapon laid about, 
Limping Vulcan had the Gout, 

For his broad Horns hung ſo in his Light, 
That he could not ſee to aim aright. 


Mercury the nimble Poſt of Heaven, 
Stay'd to ſee the quarrel, 

Gorrel belly Bacchus giantly beftrid, 
A ftrong Beer Barrel : 


To me he drank, I did him thank, 
But I could drink no Sider 

He drank whole Buts till he burft his Guts, 
But mine were ne er 2 wider. | 


Poor Jom is very dry, 

A little Drink for Charity: 

Hark; I hear A8eor's Hounds, 

75 The Hunts-man Whoops and Hallows, 
' Ringwood, Rockwood, Jowler, Boman, . 
All the Chace doth follow. 


The Man in the Moon drinks Claret, 
Eats powder'd Beef Turnep and Carret, 
Put a Cup of Old Malago Sack, 
Will fire the Buſh at his Back, 


| 


W 
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A 8 ON G made on the Power of Women. To 
the Tune of the Black- ſmith. Pag. 28. 


Ill you give me leave, and IN] tell you a ſtory, 
Of what has been done by your Fathers before ye, 
It ſhall do more good than ten of Fob» Dory g 

Which no body can deny, © 


*Tis no Story of Robin hood, nor of his Bow-men, 
I mean to demonſtrate the power of women, By 


It is a Subjeft that's very com mon; 
' Which no body, &c. 


What tho! it be, yet I'll keep my Ration, 


And in ſpite of Critticks give you my narration, 


For Women now are all in faſhion, 
Which no body, &c. 


Than pray give me advice as much as you may. 


For of all things that ever bore ſway, 
A Woman bareth the Bell away 
Which no body, &c. 


The greateft Courage that ever rul'd, 


Was baffled by Fortune, tho' ne'er ſo well ſcool'd, 
But this of the Woman can never he coold; 
Which no body, &c. 


I wonder from whence this power did ſpring z 
Or who the Devil firſt ſet up this thing, £ 


That ſpares neither Peaſant, Prince nor King; 


Which no body, c. 
Their Scepter doth rule from Cæſur to Riſtick, 
From finical Kit to Souldier ſo luſtick, . 
In fine, it rules all, tho' ne er ſo Robuſtick; 

I dich no body, & „ 
„„ For 
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Fot where is he that writes himſelf Man, 
That ever ſaw beauty in Betty or Nam, 


But his eyes tury'd pimp and his heart trapan? 
hic mo 2 &c. | 


I fain wou'd know one of, Adam's Race, 
Tho” ne er ſo holy a Brot Hof Grace, 
If he met a loſe ſiſter but he wou'd embrace; 
Which no body, &C. 


What ſhould we talk of Philoſ ophers old, 1 
Whoſe deſires were hot tho' their natures could, 


But in this kind of pleaſure they commonly roul d, 
Which no body, &c. 


Firſt Ariſtotle, that jolly old Glow: 

Wrote much of Venus but little of Below, 

Which ſhew'd he lord a wench that was mellow, 
W bich boch, &c. 


From whence ao you think he derived Study, 

Produc'd all his problems a ſubj-Q ſo muddy, 

*T was playing with her at Cuddle my Cuddy; 
Which no body, &c. 


The next in order i is Socrates grave, 

Who triumph*d&iLearning and Knowledge yet gave, 

His heart to A/Pta, and became her flavez 
Fhich no body, &C. > 


| Demoſthenes to C orinth he 3 A Voyage 
We ſhall ſcarce know the like on't in thy Age, 0 or my Age | 
And all was for a Modicum Pyeage. 

Which no body, &c, 


The Proverb in him a whit did not fail, 

For he had thoſe things which make men prerail, 
A ſweet Tooth and a liquoriſh tail, 

BOG No body, Kc. 2 


Ly- 


| 


Peas 


Io think that themſelves would not be N 


An Edid they made with approbation, | | 
If the Husband found fault with his Wives conſolation; 
le might take another for Procreation z 


If the Wife found coming in ſhort, 


And now let us view the State of à King, 
By a Woman is captivated; poor en 
Alexander the Great, who conquered att, 


And wept becauſe the world was ſo mall, 
In the Queen of Amazon's Pit did fall; 
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Lycurgus and Solon were both Law-makers, 
And no Men I'm ſure are ſuch wiſeacres, 


Which no boly, &c. 


Which no body, &c. 


The ſame Law did right her upon her re 


port, 
Whereby you may know, they were lovers ob * 3 
Which no body, &ͤœcr. 


Who is thought to have the World in a ſtring, 
Which no body, LY 


Moicb no body, &cc. 
Antonius and Nero and Caligula, hs 2, 
Were Rome's Tormentors by Night as by Day, 
Yet Women beat them at their own Fay. | 
I bicb no boch can deny. 
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A SONG onthe Vifory over the TURKS. : 


ann, 7 


Hs the thundring Cannons roar, | 

Ecchoing from the German Shore, | 
And the Joyful News comes oer; 3 
The Turks are all confounded ? 5 
Torrain comes, they run, they ruun n, 
Charge your Horſe through the Grand Half-Moon, 
We'll Quarter give to none, . 
Since Staremburg is wounded, 


Cloſe your Ranks and each brave Soul, 
Take a luſty flowing Bowl, | 

A grand Carout to the Royal Pole, 
The Empires brave defender; 


No Man leave his Poſt by ftealth, 
Plunder the Grand Vifier's Wealth, 

But drink a Helmet full to th* Health 
Of the ſecond Alexander. 1 


. won 
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; Mabomet was a ſober Dog, 
A Small-Beer drouzy (ſenſeleſs Rogue, 
The Fuce of the Grape ſo much in Vopue, 
I To forbid to thoſe adore him; 
| Had he but allow'd the Vine, 


Given'em leave to carouſe in ine, 
The Turk had ſafely paſt the Mine, | | | 
And conquer'd all before him. a q' 


| With dull Tea they ſought in vain, | ; 


Hopeleſs Vict ry to obtain, ; | 
Where ſprightly Wine fills ev ry Vein 3 | 

| - Succe(s muſt needs attend him; | | 
| Our Brains (like our Cannons) warm, 
[With often firing feels no harm, | 

While the Sober Sot flies the alarm, 
No Laurel can befriend him, 


Cbviſtians thus with Conqueſt Crown'd, 

Conqueſt with the Glaſs goes round, 

, | Weak Coffee can't keep its Ground, 

:  Againft the Force of Claret: 
Whilſt we give them thus the Foil, 
And the Pagan Troops recoil, _ 

The Valiant Poles divide the ſpoil, 

And in brisk Nectar ſhare it. 


Infidels are now 0'ercome, 

But the moſt Chriſtian Turk's at home, 
Watching the Fate of Chriſtendom, 
But all his hopes are ſhallow; - - 
Since the Poles haye led the Dance, 

Let Engliſh Cæſar now advance, 
And if he ſends a Fleet to France, 
He's a Whig that will not follow. 


% 


— 
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E be Soldiers three, 

Pardonez may je vous en price, 
Lately come forth of the low Country, 
With never a Penny of Money, 

Fa la la 14 lantido dilly. 


Here Good Fellow 1 arink to thee. 

© Pardonez moy je vous en prie, 

EE To all Good Fellows where ever they be, 
6 With never a Penny of Money, 
Fa la la la lan id dilly, | 


And he that will not pledge n me this, 
Pardonez moy je vous en prie : 

Pays for the ſhot where ever it is, 

With never a Penny of Money, 

Fa la la 14 lantido dilly, 


Charge it again Boy, charge it again, 

| Pardonex may je vous en prie, 

As long as there is any Ink in thy Pen, 
With never a Penny of Money, 

Fa ba $0674 Ai *. 


in 
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M ſaid to his Man, 
Fie man, fie, 
O Martin aid to his man, 
i] Who's the fool now? 
| Martin ſaid to his man fill thou the cup, 
1 and I the cann, | 
Thou haft well drunken man, 1 
Who's the fool now. TOR I 


* * 


I 


1 ſe a ſheep ſheering corn, 
Fie man fie, 
I ſee a ſheep ſheering corn, 
Who's the fool now: 
I ſee a ſheep ſheering corn, 
And a cuckold blow his horn, 
Thou haft well drunken Man, 
Who' s the fool now. 
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I fee a man in the Moon, = 
Tie man, fie: TRE . 
I ſee a Man in the Moon, 
Who's the fool now 2 
Tſcea man in the Moon, 
Clowting of Saint Peter's ſhoon, 
Thou haft well Drunken Man, 
Who's the fool now ? 


J ſee a hare chaſe a hound 

C 

I ſee a hare chaſe a hound, 

Who's the fool now, 

J ſee a hare chaſe a hound, 

Twenty Miles above ground, | 

Thou haft well Drunken Man, 
Who's the fool now ? © 


* 


I ſcea gooſe ring a hogs, 
Tie Man, fie, add 
I ſee a gooſe ring a hogg, 
Who's the fool now? 
I ſee a gooſe ring a hogg, 
And a ſnail that did bite a dogg, 
| Thou haft well drunken Man 
| | Who's the fool now ? ; 


| I ſee a Mouſe catch the cat, 
Fie Man, fie: 

I ſee a Mouſe catch the cat, 
Who's the fool now ? 

I ice a Mouſe catch the cat, 
And the cheeſe eat the rat, 
Thou haft well drunken Man, 

Who's the fool now? 


4 ; A, 
. ; 0 
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4 \ 7H liveth ſo merry in all this and; | 
| As doth the poor widow that lern the fand? 
And ever ſhe Singeth as I can gueſs, X 

Will you buy any ſand, any (and, Miſtreſs; 2 


The room · man maketh his bring. moſt ſweet, 
With carrying of Brooms from ſtreet to ſtreet; 
Who would defire a pleaianter thing, 
Then all the day long eo do nothing but ling. 


The Chimny-ſweeper all the long day, 
He fingeth and ſweep2th the ſoot away: 

Yet when he comes home although he be weary, 
With his ſweet wife he maketh full meary, 


The Cobler he fits cobling till noon, 
And cobleth His ſhooes till they be done; 
Yet doth he not fear, and ſo doth ſay, 

For he knows his works will ſoon decay. 


* 
— — 2 on bao 
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Il [ The Merchant-man doth fail on the Seas, 
| And lie on the Ship board with little eaſe : 


| Always 1 in doubt the Rock is near, 
How can he be Merry and make good Chear ? 


"| The Husband-man all Day goeth to Plow, 

3 And when he comes home he ſerveth his So w-; 

He mojleth and toileth all the long Lear, 
How can he be Merry an4 make good Chear ? 


The Serving Man waiteth from Street to street. 5 
With blowing his Nails and beating his Feet: 
And ſerveth for forty Shillings a Year, 
That cis impoſſible to make Sood Chear. 


Who liveth ſo Merry and maketh ſuch ſpor („ 
As thoſe that be of the pooreft ſort? 

1 The pooreft ſort whereſcever they be, 

4 They gather together by one, two, and three. 


And every Man will ſpend his Penny, 
What makes ſuch a Shot among a great many * P 
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Wy, prethee g0 te bed, 
Por thou wilt have a drow fie bead, 
To morrow we muſt a hunting, 

And betimes be ſtirring, 


1 


— — 
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Zee _ a 


With a hey trolly loly, loly, loly, Oc. 


Hey! ho tro lo, lo, lo, Iy, ly, lo- 


It is like to be fair weather, | 


Couple up all thy hounds together: 


Couple Foly with little Folly, 
Couple Trole with old Trolly, 
With a hey tro ly lo, Jo ly, | 


Tro ly lo, ly lo. 


Con ple Finch with black Trole, 
Couple Chaunter with Fumbole ; 

Let Beauty go at liberty, 
For ſhe doth know her e ; 


With a BY, Oc. 
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Let Merry go looſe it makes no matter, 
For Cleanly ſome times ſhe will clatter, 
And yet I'm ſure ſhe will not ſtray, 


But keep with us ſtill all the day. 
With a hey, Oc. 


With O maſter and wot you where, 
This other day I ftart a Hair? 

On what call hill upon the knole, 
And there ſhe ftarted before Trole, 


And down ſhe went the common dale, 
With all the hounds at her tail; 
With yeaffe, a yaffe, yeaffe yaffe, 
Hey Trol, hey chaunter, hey Fumbole. 
Wich a hey, A oF 


See how Cbooper chopps it in; 
And ſo doth Galant now begin; 
Look how Trole begins to tatkle, 
Tarry a while ye ſhall hear him prattle. 
| With a hey, Ee. 


For Beauty begins to wag her tail, 
Of Cleavly's help we ſhall not fail; 
And Chaunter opens very well, 7 8 
But Merry ſhe doth bear the bell, 
Wich a hey, Cc. 


— — * 
— * — > — _ 1 = - - — — —— 
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— ————— — — — —— — — wn nnd ers Ap I ores 9 — — . —— — 
= - - 5 "Ae — — - — 2 


5 Go rick the Path, and down the laun, 
N She uſeth ſtill her old train, 
She | is gone to what call wood, 

Where we are like to do no good, 
[| With hey tro ly lo, 1 IO, 
Ul - tro ly lo, Se. 
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94 
1 comes a courteous Knight, 
Luſtily raking over the hay, 

He was well ware of a bonny laſs, 
As ſhe came wandering over the way, 
Then ſhe ſang down a down, " ö 
Hey down derry ; then ſhe, Cc. 


Fove you ſpeed, fair lady, he ſaid, 
Among the leaves that be ſo green 
It 1 were a King and wore a Crown, 
Full ſoon fair lady, ſhould thou he a Queen. 
Ihen ſhe ſang, down, Ge. 


Alſo Fove ſave you, fair lady, 

Among the Roſes that be ſo red; 

If T have not my will of you, 

Full ſoon fair Lady I be dead. 
| Then ſhe ſang, Se. 17 9 


Then he look'd Eaſt, then he look't Weſt, 
He look d North, ſo did he South: 
He could not find a privy place, a 
For all lay in Devils mouth. 
Then ſhe ſang, Te. 
1 D 3. 
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If you will carry me gentle Sir, . 
| A Maid unto my Father*s Hall | 
"8 Then you ſhall have your Will of me, 
| Nader Purple and under Paul. 
WM Then ſhe ſang, Sc. 


He ſet her upon a Steed, 
And himſelf upon another; 
And all the Day he rode her by, 
As thougn they had been Siſter and Brother, 
Then ſhe ſang, Sc. 


When ſhe came to her Father's Hal, 
It was well walled round about; 
She rode in at the Wicket Gate, 
And ſhut the four ear'd Foo! without. 
Then ſhe ſang. Ge. | 


| You had me (quoth ſhe) abroad i in * Field, 

Among the Corn, amidft the Hay, 

Where you might had your Will of me, 

For, in good Faith Sir, I never ſaid nay. 
7 hen ſhe lang, Oc. 


You had me alſo amid the Field, | 
Among the Ruſhes that were ſo brown ; x" 

Where you might had your Will of me, 
But you had not the Face to lay me down. 
Then ſhe ſang, Sc, 


He pulld out his nut brown Subrd, 142085 
And wip'd the Ruſt off witch his Sleeve ; 
And ſaid, Foves curſe come to his Heart, 

i That any Woman would believe. 
It hen ſhe lang, Cc. 


| When you have your: oivn true tvs: 
A Mile or twain out of the Town, | ka 
Spare not for her gay N 
But lay her Body flat on the Wan at . 
1 Then ſhe lang, _ The 
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The — 3 Ramble _— Bar tholomey- 
fair. 
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A ches went the other Day to London Town, 
; In Smithfield ſuch gazing, 

| Zuch thruſting and ſqueezing, 

Was never known, 

A Zitty of Wood, ſome Volk do call. it Bartledom- Fair, 
But chez zure nought but Kings and Queens live there. 


In Gold 1 Zilver Zilk, and Velvet each was greft 
1 Lord in his Zattin, 
Was buſſy a prat ing, 
Amongſt the reft, 


But one in Blue Jacket came, which ſome do Andrew call, | 
Adſheart talk d woundy wittily to them all. 


At laſt Cutzooks, he made ſuch h ſport 1 Laugh'd aloud, 


The Rogue, being fluſter d, 
He flung me a Cuftard, 
Amidft the Croud. 


The Volk yell a laughing at me; then the Vezen zaid, 1 
Be zure Ralph, ge it 10 Doll the Dairy M 199 
4. 1 
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I zwaloned the affront but ſtay d no longer there; 
I thruſt and 1 crambled, 
Jill further I rambled, 
into the Fair, 6 at work 
Where Trumpets and Bappip-s, Kettledrums, Fidlers, were 
And the Cooks zung, Here's your de.icace Pig and Pork, 


1 look'd around to ſee the Wonders of the Vair, 


Where Lads and Laſſes 
With Pudding- bag arſee, 
Zo nimble were; | 
Heels over head, as round as a wheel they turn'd about, 
Old Nick zure was in their breeches without doubt · 


1 Moſt woundly pleard I up and down the Vair dic range, 


To zee the vine Varies, 
Play al their Vagaries, 
I vow 'twas ſtrange. 


I | I ask'd them aloud, What Ccunry litile Volk they were 
A croſs brat anſwered me Che were Culold. ſtire. 


1 thruſt and ſhov d along az mel as e er! could, 


at Jeſt did I grovel, 

Into a dark Hove], | 
Where Drink was ſold (adſheart, 
They brought me Cans which co a penny apicce, 
I'm zure twelve ne're couid vid a Country-quart. 


a 


Che went to draw her Purſe, to pay them for their beer, 
The Devil a Penny, 
Was leit of my Money, 
Che'll vow and z rar. (doors: 


They doft my Hat for a Groat, then turn'd me out of 
i Adiwounds, leib, did ever lee zuch anne 
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The Prodigal; Ref lution, or, my Farber 1 ben be, 
for = 


Tan Am alufty Lirely Lad, 128 2 pag 

1 Now come to one and twenty. | 

My Father left me all he had, © 
Both Gold and Silver plenty : 

Now he's in Grave I will be brave; 
The Ladies ſhall 3dare mes 

In court and kiſs, what hurt's in this? 
My Dad did ſo before me. 


My Father was a Thrifty -- wa 
Till Soul and body ſundred, 
Some ſay he was an Uſurer, 

For thirty in the hundred + 72 11 
He ſcrapt and ſcratcht, ſhe pincht and patct; 80 
That in her body bore me: 17861 
But I'll let fly, good cauſe why, 

M father was | born, belore me. 


* 


| i Five, Pgund a quart 


| They ner dia ſee my Pedigree, 


And when he had much Wealth Atchiev 'd, 
| WW Of Happy Memory cry I, 


One dealt in ftraw tn'other in 


% 
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My Daddy has his duty done, 
Un getting ſo much Treaſure, 


5 7 


{ N In be as dutiful a Son, 


For ſpending it in pleaſure; | 
Gan cheer my heart, 

Such Nectar will reſtore me, 

But Pil let fly, godd cauſe why, 

My father was born before ne. 


it My Gran'um lived at Waſhington, 


My Granfir delv'd in Ditches, 


1 The fon of old Fol Thraſkingron, 


- Whoſe Lanthorn Leathern Breeches, 


0 5 whether go ye? whether go ye 7 


hough Men do now Adore Me, 


6. 


Nor who, was born before. Me. 


| i * My Gran'ſir Striv'd and Wiv'd and dave, 


Till he did Riches gather, 


Oh, then he got my Father, 


T hat eer his Mother bore Him, 
TI ne'er had been worth one penny, 
Had I been Born before Him. 


To "Delton C te ant Grays: in, 
; Y gray: coat Granſir put him, [8 1 
Tit! to | 


orget he did begin, 
The Leathern erech that got him 3, $: 
The One did Ditch and delve ity, 
My Father ſtore of Sattin wore, 

My Granſir beggars velvet. 5 


So 1 get Wealth what care 1 if | 
My Granſir was a Sawyer, | 

My Father prov'd to be a chief, 

| A ſubtile Learned Lawyer: 


i 


2 2 2 


3 
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Cooks reports, and tticks in Courts, 
He did with Treaſure ftore me, 


That I may ſay, Heavens bleſs the day, 
My Father was born before me. 


Some ſay of late a Merchant that 

Had gotten ſtore of Riches, 
In's Dining-room hung up his hat 
His ſtaff and leathern Breeches; 


His ſtockings gartred up with ftraw, 


E'er providence did ftore him; 
His Son was ſheriff of London, cauſe 
His Father was born before him. 


So many Blades now rant in Silk, 
And put on Scarlet Cloathing, 
At firſt did ſpring from Butter · mi k, 
Their anceſtors worth nothing; 
Old Adam and our Grandam Eve, 
y digging and by ſpinning, 
Did to all Kings and Princes give, 
Their Radical beginning. 


My Father to get my Eſtate, 
Tho ſelfiſh yet was ſlaviſh,. 

T'll ſpend it at another rate, 
And be as lewdly laviſhg ; 
From Mad-men Fools and Knaves he did, 
Liitigiouſly receive itz „ 

If ſo he did, Juſtice forbid, 
But I to ſuch ſhould leave it. 


At Play-houſes and Tennis Court 
I'd prove a noble Feltow, | 
I 'n Court my Doxies to the ſport, 

Of o'brave Panchinello : . - 
n Drink and Drab, I'll Dice and Stab, 
No Hector ſhall out-roar me; 

If teachers tell me tales of Hell, 
My Father is gone before me, 
: | 


- 
: 
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fo Piles to 5 Rage Melanchohs, 


Our Aged Counſellors would have 
Us love by Rule and Reaſon, 
Cauſe they are marching to their Grave 
And pleaſure's out of ſeaſon; 
u learn to Dance the Mode of France, 
That Ladies may adore me; 
My thrifty Dad no Pleaſure had, 
Though he was born before me. 


T'n to the Court where Fenus ſport, 
Doth Revel it in Plenty, 
'n deal with all both great and ſmall, 
From Twelve to Five and Twen yy 
In Play-houſes I'll ſpend my days, 
For they're hung round with Plackets, 


| i Ladies make Room, behold I come, 


Have at your Knocking Jackets. 


6 
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\ $I walk'd forth one ſummers day, 
To view the Meadows green and gay, 
A pleaſant Bower Feſpied, GL 
RO faſt by a River ſide; 
And in't a Maiden | heard cry, 
Alas! Alas! there's none e re loyd as I. 


Then round the meadow did ſhe walk, 

Catching each flower by the ſtalk ; 

Such flowers as in the meadow grew, 

Ibe Dead- man: Thumb an Herb all blew, 
And as ſhe pull'd them ftill cry'd ſhe, 
Alas! Alas! none ever loy'd like me. 


The Flowers of the ſweeteſt ſcents 
She bound about with-knotty Bents, 
And as ſhe bound them up in Bands, 
She wept, ſigh'd and wrung her hands, 
| Alas! Alas? Alas! cryd ſhe, 
Alas! none was ever loved like me.. 


When ſhe had fild her Apron full, 

Of ſuch green things as ſhe could cull, 

The green leaves ſerv'd her for a Bed, 

The flowers were the Pillow for her head: 
Then down ſhe laid ne'c more did ſpeak ; 


Alas } Alas ! with Love her heart did break, 


f 
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1 Love thee for thy Eicklneſ „ 

WET And gut in conſtancy ; 
Per had'ſt thou been a Conftant Laſs,. 
| They thou hadft ne'er lov'd me. 


ll love thee for thy wantonneſs, 

| And for thy Drollery; 
Por if thou hadft not loy'd to ſport, 

| Then thou hadft ne'er loy'd me, 

| 


„ 1love thee for thy poverty, 

| And for thy want of Coin; 

For if thou had'ft been worth 2 Groat, 
Then thou had'd ne er been mine. 


| | I Love thee for thy Uglineſs, 
And for thy foolery 

For if thou had'ſt been fair or wiſe, 
Ih ben thou had it ne er Loy'd me. 


| | Then let me have thy heart a while, 
| A nd thou ſhalt have my Money; 

| PI) part with all the wealth I have, 

8 enjoy a Laſs ſo bonny, 


— 


7 
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1 that ſullen Garland by thee, 
Keep it for th' Elizium ſhades; 
Take my wreath of luſty Ivy, ; 
Not: of that faint Mirtle made. 


When I ſee thy ſonl deſcending, 
To that cold unfertile Plaing 
Of ſad Fools the Lake attending, 
Thou ſhalt wear this Crown again, 


| Cho, 
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Cho- 


Now drink wine, and know the odds, 
*Iwixt that Lethe, twixt that Lethe, 
*Twixt that Lethe, and the Gods. 


- Rouſe thy dull and drowſie ſpirits, 

Here's the ſoul reviving ſtreams, 

The ftupid Lovers brain in herits, 
Nought but vain and empty dreams. 

Think not thou theſe diſmal trances, 
Which our raptures can content, 

The Lad that laughs, and ſings and dances, 

Shall come ſooneſt to his end. 


Sadneſs may ſome pity move, 
Mirth and Courage, mirth and courage 
Mirth and courage, conquers Love. 


Ey then on that cloudy fore-head, 

Ope thoſe vainly croſſed arms; 

Thou mayft as well call back the buried, 
As raiſe Love by ſuch like charms. 
Sacrifice a glaſs of Claret, 

To each letter of her Name 

Gods haye oft deſcended for it, 
Mortals muſt do more the ſame... 


„ 
If ſhe comes not at the flood, 
Sleep will come, ſleep will come, 
Sleep will come, and tha#s as good. 


R eciprecal 


— — — 
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Love a Laſs but cannot ſhow it, 

I keep a fire that burns within, 
Rak'd up in embers; Ah! could ſhe know it, 
I might perhaps be tov'd again: 

For a true love may juftl call, 

For friendſhip love reciprocal. 


Some gentle courte ous uin ls betray me, 
A ſigh by whiſpering in her ear, 
Or let ſome pitious ſhower convey me, 
By dropping on her breaft a tear, | 
Ot two, or more; the hardeſt flint, | j 
By often r receive a dint. 


Shall I then vex my heart and rend it, | 
Tahhat is already too, too weak +354. = 
ba no they ſay Lovers may ſend it, 

By writing what they cannot ſpeaks | 
Go then my mule and let this Verſe, 3 
Bring back my Life, or elſe my Hearſe, Power 
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Power of Love. 
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Ince love hath i in thine and mine Eye, 
Kindled a holy flame, 
What pity 'twere to let it die, 
What fin to quench the ſame? 
The ſtars that ſeem extinQ by day, 
Diſcloſe their flames at night, 
And in a ſable ſenſe convey, 
Their loyes in beams of light, 


so when the jealous Eye and Ear, 
Are ſhut or turn'd aſide, d, 

Our Tongues, our Eyes may talk ſans fear, 
Of being heard or ſpy'd. 

What though our bodies cannot meet, 
Loves fuel's more divine; 

The fixt ſtars by their twinkling greet, 
And yet they never In. 


Falſe 


If thou perceive thy flame decay, 


Pills to Purge Melanchoh. 

Falſe Meteors that do change their place, 
Though they ſhine fair and bright; 

Yet when they covet to embrace, | 
Fall down and loſe their Light. 

Thus while we ſhall preferve from waſte, 
The Flame of our defire, 

No veſtal ſhall maintain more chaſte, 
Or more immortal Fire. 


Come Light thine Eyes at mine; 
And when Ii feel mine wafte away, 
q I} take new Fire from thine. 


* 
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The Finker. 


E that 2 Tinker, a Tinker would be, 
Let him leave other Loves, 
And come liſten to me; 
Though he Travels all the Day, 
He comes home late at Night, 
And Dallies, and Dallies with his — , 
And Dreams of Delight. : 


His Pot and his Toaſt in the Morning he PREY 
And all the Day long good Muſick he makes ; 


He wanders the World to Wakes, and to Fairs, 


And caſts his Cap, and caſts his Cap, 
At the Court and her Cares. 

When to the Town the Tinker doth come, 
O! how the wanton Wenches run; 


Some bring him Baſons, ſome bring him Boule, 
All Wenches pray him to ſtop up their hole? 
Tink goes the Hammer, the Skillet and the Scummer : 
Come bring me the Copper Kettle, 
For the Tinker, the Tinker, | 
. merry, merry Tinker, 
© ! he is the Man of Mettle. 


All the Godsto witneſs truth, 
Ne er was loved ſo fair a youth. 
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| þ + the merry month of May, 
On a morn by break of day, 


| Forth I walk'd the wood fo wide, 
When as May was in her pride; 
| There 1 ſpy'd all alone, alt alone, 


billida and Goridon, 


Much adoe there was God wot, 

He did love, but ſhe could not; 

He ſaid his love was to woo, 

She ſaid none was falſe to you; 
He ſaid he had lov'd her long, 

She ſaid love ſhould take no wrong. 


Coridon would have kift her then, 
She ſaid maids muft kiſs no men, 
Till they kiſs for good and all; 
Then ſhe bad the ſhepherd call, 


3j 


111185 


til 


* 


When they would not love abuſe; 


eta: 


Until her brightne 
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Then with wony a pretty Oath, N 


As yea and Nay, and Faith and Troth : 
Such as filly ſheperds uſe, 


Love which had been long deluded, 

Was with kiſſes ſweet concluded. 
And Phillida with Garlands gay, 
Was Crowned the Lady May. 


Caſſandra in Moerning. 
Pp 


Tinh FEES 
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Wake my Lute, ariſe my 8 
And to my ſad Caſſandra ſing; 
Like the old Poets, 
When the Moon had put her able Mourning on, 
Aloud they ſounde „ da a merry ſtrain, 5 
$ was reſtor d 1 


Too 


* 
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Too well I know from whence proceed: 
Thy wearing of theſe Mourning Weeds? 
In cruel Flames for thee I burn, | 
And thou for me do'ſt therefore mourn. 

So fitsa glorious Goddeſs in the Skies, 

Clouded i'th' Smoak of her own Sacrifice, 


Wear other Virgins what they will ! 
Caſſandra loves her Mourning fill; 
Thus the Milky way ſo white, 
Is never ſeen but in the Nights 
The Son himſelf, although bright he ſeem, 
Is black as are the Moors that worſhip him. 


But tell me thou deformed Cloud, 

Ho dar'ft thou ſuch a Body ſhroud ? 

So Satyres with black hideous Face, 

Of old did lovely Nymphs embrace: 
That Mourning e're ſhould hide ſuch glorious Maids, 
Thus Deities of old did live in ſhades. 


Her Words are Oracles, and come, 
(Like thoſe) from out ſome dark'ned room: 
And her Breath proves that Spices do 
Only in Schorched Countries grow : 
If ſhe but ſpeak, an Indian ſhe appears z 
5 Though all o re black, at Lips ſhe Jewels wears. 


Methinks I now do Venus ſpy, 
Ass ſhe in Putcar's Arms did lie; 
Such is Caſſandra and her Shroud : 
She looks like Snow within a Cloud : | 
Melt then and yield ! throw off thy Mourning Pall! 
Thou never can '| look white, until thou fall. 
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- Had a Cloris my | Delight, 
Hey down, Hey down, | 
With Hair as brown as Berries ; 
Her Cheeks like Roſes red and white, 
Her Lips more ſweet than Cherries, 


Though lovely Black dwelt in her Eyes, 
Hey down, hey down, 

Like brighteft Day that ſhin'd g 

And Hills of Snow upon her Breaft, 

| Made me and all men blind. 


She was ſo ſweet, ſo kind, 3 free, 
Hey down, hey down, 

To kiſs, to ſport, and play | 

But all this was with none but me, : {| 

So envy 'tſelf will ay. 


She fed her flock on vonder plain, 
Hey down, hey down, 
*Tis wither'd now and dry; 
How can Amyntor longer live, Fl 


When ſuch . for her dic ö 3 
Hef 


4 
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Her wandring Kids look in my face, 
Hey down, hey down, 


f And / with Dumb Tears Expreſs, 
The want of Cloris, my True Love, 


And their kind Shepherdeſs. 


She low d me without fraud or guile, 


Hey down, hey down, 
But not for flocks or treaſure; 
And I was happy all the while, 
But now woe worth all pleaſure, 


When ſhe liv'd I went fine and gay, 
Hey down, hey down, 


With Flowers and Ribbons deck'd ; 


But now I am (as Sheperds ſay) 
The Emblem of Neglett. 


Where are thoſe pretty Garlands now, 


Hey down, hey down, 
Of Ivy and of Bays, | 


Which Cloris platted on my Brow 


For Singing in her praiſe? 


With naked Legs and Arms 1 go. 
Hey down, hey down, 


For why the Clothes I wore, 
With Bonnets, Scarfs, and many mo, 


Upon her Grave lie tore. 


For woe is me I ſhould be warm, 


Hey down, hey down, 


Or any Comfort have, 
As long as my dear Cloris lies 


So cold within her Grave. 


_ Tl gather fticks and make a fire, 


Hey down, hey down, 


Io warm her where ſhe lies, ed, 
Of Mirtles, Cypreſs, and Sweet-Bryer, 


And then perhaps ſhe'll ciſ@ 


Pills to Purge Melancholy. 


To 


Rl. to Purge Mean. 
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[rgins, if e'er at length it prove, 
My Deſtiny to be, to be in Love, 
"Pray wiſh me ſuch a Fate; 

, Na Wit and Prudence he my Guide, 
ya little decent Pride, 

1 1 actions e 
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Neither too formal, nor too free, | 
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_ $. Virgins if e'er I am in Love, yy 
Pray wiſh me ſuch a Fate. 8 2 


Such ſtatelineſs I mean as may 


Keep Nauſeous Fools and Fops and ro awa 
But ſtill oblige the wiſe ; 2 * „ 


| That may ſecure my Modefty, 
And Guardian to my Honour be, 


When Paſſion does ariſe. 
A Virgins if c'er 1 am in Love, Ge. 1 


When firſt a Lover! Commence, 


May it be with a Man, a Man of — 


And Learned Education: 
May all his Courtſhip eaſie be, 


But wiſely ſhew his Paſſion. 


| > 3 Virgins, oe, 1 


May his Eſtate agree with. mine, 
That nothing look like a Deſign, 


10 bring us into Sorrow: 


Fi Grant me all this that I have ſaid, 


And willingly I'll lie a Maid, 4 
No longer then to morroum 4 


* Virgins, Ce. 


He Sun had loogd his weary Team, 
And turn d his Steeds'a grazing; 

Ten Fathoms deep in Neu's Stream, 
His Thezts was embracing: 
The Stars tripp'd into the Firmament, 
Like Milkmaids on a May-day ; 
Or country Laſſes a Mumming ſent, 
Or School boys on a Pla -day. ie 


Apace came on the gray-ey*d Morn, 

The Herds in Fields were lowing; 
And mongſt the Poultry in Bara, 
The Ploughman's Cock ſate crowing: 
When Roger dreaming of golden Joys, 
Was wak d by a bawling Rout, Sir; 
For Ciſiy told him, he needs muſt riſe, 

His Juggy was crying out, Sir. 


E 2 
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Not half ſo quickly the Cups go round, 

A At the tapping a good Ale Firkin; . 
As Roger Hoſen and Shoon had found. 
Aud button d his Leather Jerkin; * 


I 
Gray Mare was ſadd!'d with wondrous ſpeed. 
With Pillion on Buttock right Sir, 
And thus he to an old Midwife. rid, 
Io biing the poor Kid to light, Sir. 


up, up dear Mother, then Roger crys, 
The Ftuit of my Labour's now come; 
In Fugg ys belly it ſprawling lies, | 
And cannot get out till you come, 
I'II help it, crys the od Hig, neer doubt, 
Thy Fug ſhall be well again, Boyz 
| IJ! get the Urchin as ſafely out, 
As ever it did get in, Boy. 


The Mare now Buſtles with all her feet, 
| No whipping or Spurs were wanting g 
At iaft into the good Houle they get, 
And Mew ſoon cry'd the Bantling: 

A Female Chit ſo (mall was born, 

| They put it into a Flagons gz 
And muſt be chri ſten'd chat very morn, 
Por fear it ſhould die a P.g n. 


Now Roger ſtruts about the Hall, 

As great as the Prince of Conde; 
The Midwife crys, her Parts are ſmall, 
But they will grow larger one day; - 
What tho' her thighs and Legs lie cloſe, 

' Andilittle as any Spider; 3 
They will when up to her teens ſhe grows, 
By grace of the Lord lie wider. 


And now the merry Spic'd bowls went round, 
| The Goſſips were void ot ſhame too; 
In hutter'd Ale the Prieft half drown'd, 

| Demands the Infant's Name LO, 


Some 
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Some call'd it Phill, ſome Floride, © ,. VR 
But Xate-was allow'd the beft hint; 
For ſhe would have it Cunicula, 
*Cauſe there was a pretty xft in't. 


Thus Cunny of Wincheſter Was known, 
And famous in Kerr and Dover z 
And highly rated in London Town, 

And courted the Kingdom over - 

| The Charms of Cum by Sea and Land, 
Subdues each human Creature z | 

And will our ftubbern hearts command, 
Whilſt nth is a man in nature. 
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4 twenty Fidlers 8 all ina row, 
ö Ad there was Fidle, fidle, and twice Fidle, zar; | 
*Cauſc *rwas my Lady's Birth day, 
Therefore we kept Holy-day, 
And all went to be Merry. | 


4 Four and twenty Drummers alli in a 2 row, | 
And there was Tan tarra rara, tan, tan tarra tara, 
rara, rara rar, there was Rub, Cc. 
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') Four and twenty Tabers and Pipers all in a row, 
| | And there was whif and Dad. and n tarra * Ce. 


| | Four end twenty women all in a row, 


And there was Title Tatle, and twice Pritle brate; 


And Whif and Dub. Ce. 


Four and twenty Singing men all in à row, 


1 ang there was Fa la, la, la, la; Fa ay h. lay u, lay 


And there was Title, 85. | 


Four and twenty Fencing-maſters ali in a row, 
And this and that and down to the Legs clap, sr, 
And cut em off, and Fa, Ge. 5 


Four and twenty Lawyers all in a row, 
And there was Oe Nuod exit in um damno ſed 


Plus anno Decorum, and there was this and hn G. 


| Þ Four and twent Vintners all in a row, | 
And there was Rare Claret and White, 1 ne'er drunk 


worſe in my life, and Excellent good Canary drawn off 


J the Lees of Sherry, if you 90 not Ike it. 


Omne Quod. &c. 


Four and twenty Potency „. all hs a row, 


5 ®.. 


And there was Loyalty and Reaſon without a word | 


of Treaſon, and there was rare an. Ws: 


Four and twenty Dutch-niew all i in a row. 1 
And there was Alter Molter Van tor Dyken Shapen Co 
de Hague, Van Rottyck, Van. tonſt ick de Brille, Van Bae, 


=_— Van Foerflick- and Soartrag Van Hogan Herien. an 1 


Donck, Rare Claret and FO, .. 


A Yeoman got a Prentice, 


Pills to Parge Melancholy. 
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4 bange got a Beadle, 


And a Beadle got a Yeoman * 


And a Prentice got a Free- man, 


The Free-: man got a Maſter, 
The Maſter got a Leaſe 3 


The Leaſe made him a Gentle-man, 


And Juſtice of the Peace. 


„Phe Juſtice bel ing Rich, 
And Gallant in deſires 
Hie Marry'd with a Lady, 


And ſo he got a Squite: 


The Squire got a Knight, 


| Of courage Bold and Stout; 4 
The Knight he got a Lord, 


And ſo it come about. 


The Lord be got an Earl, 
His Country he for ſook z 
He Travell'd into Spain, 


And there he got a Duke: 


1 


; A Beggers Bratt, a Scolding Knave, 


The Digger got a 


| N 80 Pill to . Helenchoh. 
i TheDuke he got a Prince, : 


The Prince a King of hope 


| The King he got an Emperor, 


once Nr got a * 


Thus as it was feigned, 


The Pedigree did run; 


| | T he Pope he got a Fryer, 


The Fryer he got a Nun : 


\ The Nun by chance did ftumble, 


And on her back ſhe ſunk, 
The Fry:r he fell a top of her, 
And ſo they got a Monk. 


The Mank he had a Son, | 
With whom he did inhabit; | 


| Who when the father died. 


The Son became Lord Abbot: 
Lord Abbot had a Maid, | 


And becatch't her in the dark ; 


And ſomething he did to her, 


And ſo begot a Clark. 


The Clark he got a Sexton, wh 


The Sexton a Digger; 
PS bend, 
The Prebend got a Vicar 3 ; 


The Vicar got an Attorney, 


The which he took in ſnuff: 
The Attorney got a Barriſter, 
The Berrifter got a ruff, 


The ruff did get good Counſel, 
Good Counſel got a Fee 3 


The Fee did get a Motion, 


That it might pleaded be, 
The Motion got a Judgment. 
And ſo it came to paſs; | 


4 crafty der Was. 


. Pills to Purge Melanchoh, 
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He Sleeping Themes one Morn ] eroſs d. 
1 By two contending Cłarons toft; 
I landed and 1 found, 

By one of Neptune: jugling Tricks, 
Enchanted. 7 


hi was tura'd to Styx, 
Lambeib Th" Elylian Ground. 


The Dirty Link-boy of the Day, 

To make himſelf more freſh and gay, 
9 Had ſpent five hours, and more; 
Scarce had he comb d and curl'd his hai, 
When out there comes a brighter fair. 
Cn, ©. Eclips'd him Oer and o'er, 1 


The dazl'd Boy would have retir d,. 
But durſt not becauſe he was bled 
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14 | 8 Tolight the purblind Skies 

' But All on Earth will ſwear and ſay, 
11 ſaw no other Sun that Day, 

| 2 "vv, Heay'n but! in her Eren 


es both warm and ſhine, 
| Hex *% Elbe Boers them enſhrine 


Their Firmament i is Red and White, | 
Whilſt the other Heav'n is but bedight, 
Win Indigo and STR. 


| i Her Face a Civil Warr had bred, 
1 Betwixt the White Role and the Red: 


* 


1; Then Troops of Bluſhes came, 

l And 'charg 'd the White with Might and main, 

1 3 Routly were repuls d again, 
Retreating back with ſhame. 


wos the War, and ſharp the Fight 
dubious until Night, 5 N 


Wo 10 
Art aft the Armies both food fil, 


And leſt the Bridegroom at his Win, 
0 Tue pillage of bs eld. 


\ - But oh ſuch Spoils ! which, to compare, 
1 4 Throne is but a rotten Chair, 6 
And Scepters are but Sticks: 
The Crown it ſelf, *twere but a Bonnet, 
1. her 2 lay upon it, | 
What Prince wou'd not here fix 2 


| Heavne Mafter-piece, Divineſt frame, Pas 

| That c'er was ſpoke of yet by Fame, 
Rich Nature's utmoſt Stage; N 

T The Harveſt of all former years, - ' 

% The paſt's diſgrace, the future's fears, 

is And Glory of this Age. 


Like Love's Triumphat Arch; — 


Which wou e e ves: * 


5 Thus 


Thus to the Parſon” s Shop they e, 


And a light Bargain there is made, TOs 


| To make him her Supreme: 
The Angels pearch d about her light, 


* And Saints themſelves had Appetite, 


But I will not Blaſpheme.. 


The Parſon did his Conſcience aſk, | "0 


If he were fit for ſuch a Taſk, - 
7955 And cou'd perform his Duty 2 
Then ftraight the Man put on the Ring, 
The Emblem of another Thing. 
Wen ſtrength is jyn'd to _y- 


A modeft Cloud her Face invades, / 
And wraps it up in Sarſnet Shades, ' 
While thus they mingle hands ; 
1 then She was oblig'd to ſay, 
Thoſe Bugbear Words, Love and Obey, 
. But meant her own Commands. 


The envioui Maids look'd round about, ; 
To ſee what One wou'd take them out, 
To terminate their pains ; 
For tho they Covet, and are Croſs, 
Yet ſtillthey value more one Loſs, 
Than many Thouſand Gains, 


Kai ghts of the Garter too were call'd, 
; Knights of the Shoe-ftring too inftall'd, 
And all were bound by Oath, 
No farther then the knee to paſs; 
But oh! the Squire of the Body was, 
A better place than both. 


A tedious Feaft protrafts the time, 
| ou eating now Was * a crime, 


r 
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Panting for one another's Blood, 


þ Then came the Jovial Muſick in, | 7 ON 
And many a Merry Violin, Wb. Fs 


1 Good Sir, cry d they, what Man can play, 


For Love and Joy had wing d his Heels, 


; 
4 
} 
: 


\ 


n $4 4 8 Pilz f to Purge dare 


And al. that'interpos'd; E406] lh 35 5 
For like two Duelliſts they ſtood, | | 


Aud longing till they clos'd — 


.woA 5 


That Life and Soul of „ 
Th' Impatient Bridegroom wou'd not Kay; 23 


Till be's wound up his Peg © ? 


Bat then he Dances till he reels, . 


And puts the Hours to Flight: B 3 
He leapt and skipt, and ſeem'd to ſay, 1 
Come Boys III drive away the Day, . 
And ſhake away the Night, | Wh 


| | Thelovely Bride with mur@ring arts, 
Walks round and brandiſhes her Darts, 


To give the deeper Wound : 


||| Her besteous Fabrick with doeh Grace, 


Fnſnares a Heart at every pace, 5 
And kills at each rebound, . 


She glides as if there were no ground, 
And flily draws her Nets around. 
Her Lime-twigs are her Kiſſes : 


hip Then makes a Curtſie with a Glance, 


And ſtrikes each Lover ina Trance, "i | 
That arrow never m les. 8 | | 


Thus har 1 oft a Hobby ſeen, | 
Daring, of Larks over a Green, x 

His fierce occaſion tarry 
Dances about them as they fly, 


And gives them ſport before they die, 
Ton On and kills the Quarry, 


* * * * %8 75 
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Her Sweat like Honey-drops did fall, 
And Strings of Beauty piercd usall, 
Her Shape was ſo exact: 
Of Wax ſhe ſeemed fram'd alive: FT! 
But had her Gown too been a Hive, 13 _ 
Ho Bees had thither fock'd, "7: 65.» 


Thus Envious the prolong 'd the Day, ht Page ene 14 

And firetch'd the Prologue to the Play, AG.” i | [1 

Long ſtopt the fluggift Watch: 5 1 

At laſt a van above, REIT 1 

Which call d the Bridegroom and his Love, 7 
To Conſummate the * 


But (asf Heay'n wor 2d it retard) | 
A Banquet comes like the Night-Guard, . 
Which ftay'd them balf the Fright: N 
| The Bridegroom then with's Men retir'd : 
The Train was laying to be fir d, 
lle went his Match to Light. 


When be return d, his Hopes was Croun' nd, 
An Angel in the Bed he found, 

So Glorious was her Face: 
Amaz'd he flopt but then, woch he, 
Tho' its an Angel, tis a She, | 
: And leap'd into his place. 


Thus ra, the Man with Heav'n in's Arms, 
Bleſsd with a Thouſand pleaſing Charms, 
| In Raptures of Delight 
| Reaping at once, and ſowing —_ 
For Beauty's Manna never cloys, 
Nor fills the Appetite. 


py 


t what was done, ſure was no more, 
Than that which nad been done 573+. 
When ſhe her (elf was made; 3 | 
Something was loft, which none found out, 
And he that had it cou d not ſhew' cu 


Sure tis a Jugling Trade, 


— 
— 


Pa at firſt ſeem'd ck afraid, 


Much afraid, much afraid, 
Yet when I kiſs'd, ſhe ſoon re ay'd: 


Cou'd you but ſce, cou d you but ſee, 


What I did more, you'd envy me, 


What I did more, you'd enyy me, 


You'd envy me. 


We then ſo ſweetly were employ'd 


The height of Pleaſure we enjoy'd 3 
Cou'd you but ſee, cou'd you but ſee, 
You'd ſay ſo too if you ſaw me, 
You'd ſay ſo too if you ſaw es 
If you ſaw me. 


She was ſo Charming, Kind, and Free, 
None eyer cou'd more Happy be; 


* 


Cou d . 


»l IIFIG 


11111 


} 


Yet craving 11 
8 you 


__ You'd 
You'd Curſe, and ſay, Why was't not me? 


Alls to Purge Melancholy. 
Cou'd you but ſee, cou'd you but ſee, 
Where I was then you'd wiſh to be, 
Where I was then you'd wiſh to be, 
You'd wiſh to be, & 


All the Delights we did expreſs; _ 
ſtill to po els; 


Cou'd | 
urſe, and ſay, Why was't not me ? 


Why was't not me? Ge. 


Ladies, if how to Love you'd know, 

She can inform what we did dom; 
But cou'd you ſee, but cou'd you ſee, 
You'd cry aloud, the next is me, 
You'd cry aloud, the next is me, 
The next is me, Cc. 


ze, conven but fs; | 
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Horſe, brave 1 of 8 To Horſe, 
You'll loſe the match by longer delaying 3 
The Gelding juſt now was led over the Courſe, 

I think the Devils in you for ftaying: 
Run, and endeavour all to buble the Sporters,. | 
Bets may recover all loft at the Groom-porters, 


Follow, follow, follow, follow, come down to the Ditch, 


; 5 Take the odds and then you'll be rich ; 
For YI have the brown Bay, if the blew Bonnet ride, 


And hold a thouſand pounds of his fide, Sir: 

Dragon would ſcower it, but Dragon grows old; 

He cannot. endure it, he cannot, he wonnot now run it, 
As lately he could : 


Age, Age, does dinder the ſpeed, Sir, — 


Now, now, now they come on, and ſee, 


See the Horſe lead the way Ring 


Three lengths before at the turning the Lands, 


Five hundred Pounds upon the Brown Bay ftill-; 


Dox on the Devil, I tear we have loſt, 
For the Dog, the Blew Bonnet, has run it, 


A Plague light upon it, 


The wrong fide of the ft; 


| O.izounds, was ever ſuch ortune ? 


. 
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Ome a" my 1 let's to bed, 
It is no Sin, fin we are wedz 


I burn like any Coal of Fire 


For when I am near the by deſire, 


1 7 ovens 9 ar. 
— AI i 
— * * 1 4+ — 8 


. 4 
4 | | . S 
8 — 
” . 
ny o 8 ö N b ** —_ * i * " 2 m L — * ans. con SY # ey 5 
_— 3 ——— 0 * 2 . SS hi — * 5 3 5 N * WE 
— rr * g r 2 - « 5 . s > f : : 4 
s p . 5 N x * * 1 * 
2 0 & <> | er 71 » \ Kee 28 88 r * > N PIES - * POE a . . " . * 
— — Ne ö Ee" TIED 0 a "3 _ CA . a; *, = 4 WW . 0 W 5 we _ > 4 gr” Y | 2 e bs we ** 2 
———_— . — A — a 2 * —_— bs — * - <4 = + Gn 7 
— — — 1 . 4 — N 2 hy. - * * 
— - 1 - — — 8 > ot . _ * 1 1 Re . o t 
, —_ — ca wy 2 3 : re : OS — ' — * 
4 — 7 3 — 2 2 ee" } — A s yg pl 0 * 
_ 1 — 2 — = 2 * * by _—_— 2 — 2 iy G * -— . 
* I . _ . — end - — % _ 
a 5 2 - K is E A 4 — : "=p _ a 1 <S A 
N —— r — ee 8 . * * 1 2 , 8 K OR . — — ic a 
l ” Bos: — 25 x. 93 WONT. Wn * * 8 N "4 * I 


90 Pils. to Dow. Melandhoh.. 
Fug. To quench thy Flames I'll ſoon agree, 
i Thou art the Sun, and I the Sea 
All Night within my Arms ſhalt be, 
And riſe each Morn a> freſhas he. . 


Come. on they, wid couple rogether | 1 
Come all, the 04 and ebe Toung, bo * Th 


* 


: 9 


Ibe Short and the Tal, WY "0 \ 
The richer nban Creeſus, „„ Yo a Fo! 
- And poorer than Job, _ WE — n | 


TY | For tis Mading und Bed 
I 5 That Kg, 


Jon, My Heart and all's at thy Command ; . 
And tho I've never a Foot of Land, 11 
Vet fix fat Ewes, and one milch Cow, 4 | 
| I think, my Fug, is Wealth enow. 
. 70 A Wheel, fix Plattefs, and CW - 5 
| A Jacket edg d with blue Galloon 1 


My Coat, my Smock is thine, and | 
And ſomething under 1 of all, 1 


Chor, Come on then, &c. 


Rom twelve years old, I oft have been told, 
A Pudding it was a delicat bitt. 
can remember my Mother has ſaid,  _ 
what a delight ſhe had to be fed, 
OTE Be with a Pudding. 


Thirteen being paſt, I long'd for to taft, 
What Nature or Art could make it fo ſweet, | 
For many gay Laſſes about my age, ah 
Perpetually ſpeak: on t, that puts me in a rage, 
5 | SEL For à Pudding. 


n 


Now at Fifteen 1 often have ſeen, 
" Moſt Maids do admire it ſo, | 
That their humonr and Pride is to ſay, 
O what a delight they have for to play, 
F with a Pudding. 


When I am among ſome Wives that are young, 
Who think they ſhall never give it due pralſe, 
It is ſweet, it is good, it is pleaſant ſtill, 9 
They cry, they think they ſhall ne'cr have theit fill 


The greater ſort of the Town and the Court. 
When met, their tongues, being tip't with Wine, 
How merry and Jocund their Tattles do ru, 

To tell how they ended and how they begun 


mith 4 Pudding. 


Some antient Wives, who moſt of their lives, 
Have daily taſted of the like food, 
Now for want of ſupplies do ſwear- and 3 
That ſtill they're able enough to mumble | 


4 Pudding. 
Nou, now I find, cat will to kind, | 
Since all my heart and blood is on fire, 


J am reſolv'd what ever comes on't, ws 
My Fancy no longer ſhall ſuffer the want 


re 
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92 Pills to Purge Melancholy, 
For 111 to Jobn who ſays he has one 
That's cram'd as cloſe as a Cracker or Squib, 
Who ever is telling me when we do met. 
Of the wiſhing deſires and ſweetneſs they get, 
5 N m Pudding. 
| I thought at firſt, It never would burft, 
jj It was as bard as griſſel or bone 
Baut by the rouling and troling about, | 
How kindly and ſweetly the Marrow flew out, 
| _ Of bis Pudding. 


Well ſince Inc'er was fed with ſuch geer, 
Until my Fobn did prove ſo kind, 
I made a requeſt to prepare again, 
That I might continue in Love with the flrain, 
e | 0 f bis Pudding. 


e 


Then ftraight he brought, what little thought, 
Could ever have beenin its former plight, 
He rumbl'd and jumbl'd me o'er and o'er, 


Till 1 found he, had almoſt waſted the ftore, 6 
18 e of bis Pudding. 
Then the other Meſs 1 beg'd him to dreſs, 
Which by my affiftance was brought to paſs, 8 
But by his dulneſs _ mo ſo flow, i 
I quickly perceiv'd the 1g grew low 
2 1 * : '» — big Pudding. | ; 


Though he grew cold, my ſtomach did hold, 
With vigor to reliſh the other bit, 
But all he could do could not furniſh again, 
For he ſwore he had left littie more then the skin. 
; of bis Pudding. 


| 


Amongſt all other gloriout his: 


Tue tune is ſolemn as if Fett, 


| "Blk to Purge Melanchoh. „ 94; am 
New SONG, npon the Robin-red-breſt's 1 If! 
attending Queen Mary 8 Hearſe i in Weltmin- "If 
ſter 8 „ 


LL You that lov'd our Queen alive, 
Now dead, lament her fate; 
And take a walk to Weſtminſter, 
lee her lie in State. 


A wonder you. may ſee, - 
A Bird or ſomething like a Bird, 
Attend her Majeſt xx. 


dometimes it hops, ſometimes it flyes, 
Then perches o'er the hearſe; 

Then ſtrains its throat, and Sings a note, 
That's neither Proſe nor Verſe. 


To fit ſome dolefull ditty 3 
In la mentation for the Queen, 
To move all hearts to pitty. 


A perfect Bird it ſeems to be, 
In Feathers, Bill, and Wings; 

Nor is there Feather'd Creatures elſe, 
That hops, and flies, and pings. 


p———_ 
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But what Bira* twas not known, untill, 
One Wiſer than the reſt; 
Affirm'd that he a Robin was, 
And prov d it by his Breaſt 


I call ir, He, not She, becauſe, 
It Sings and Cocks its Tail; 


Which that no Female Robin doth, | 


Ty hold a Pot o Ale. 


c This Bird abides about the Hearſe, 


Moſt part of every day; 


Nor can you fail to hear him Sing, 


Unleſs the Organs play. 


For Organ pipes b'ing wider much, 


Than Robin-re d. breaſt's throats; 


Their noiſe muſt needs be loud enough, f 


To drown one Robin's Notes. 


Some ſay this Bird an Angel is, 
If ſo, we hope tis good; 


But why an Angel ? why forſooth, ” 


They fay, he takes no food. 


8 But that the Robin lives by meat, 


Is true without diſpute; 


For though none ever ſau him Eat, 


Enough have ſeen him Muite. 


And that ſometimes. undecently, 


Upon the Statue. Royal; 


Which made ſome call him Facobite, | : 


Or otherwiſe Woyal. 


The Papiſts ſay this Bird's a Fiend, 


Which haunts Queen May's Gtokt ; 7 


And by its reſtleſs motion ſhews, 


How her poor Soul is toſt. 


Fill to Pre Mono. 


But 


Did te Pavge Molenchoh. 
But why then is this pretty Mrd. 
So lively brisk — * merry? 9 On 
5.20 Aer Queen at eaſe,  '- 


An old Star-gazing * Taylor fays, Gabun « 


This frolick Bird proctaims z - Facobite Alma- 


How glad all ſuch as he would be, nack-maker, © 
To welcome home King Fames, "49 


And Partridge, who can make both Shooes, Partridge. a 
And Almamacks to boot; S  Shookmaker 

Says by this Bird affuredly, _ now mates 
Some plot is ftill on foot. Almanachs, 


For having, like an Augur, watch'd, 
Which way he took his flight z 
The Robin flew on his left hand, 
And not upon the right. 


A Bird once in Rome's Capitol, 4 fen dem 
Said * all things ſhall be welly . Lands g. 
And why this harmleſs Robin ſhould, Suetonius in 
Bode ill Ftannot tell. Ty the Life of Do- 
mitian. | 


All we can gueſs, is from this Bird's 
Appearing ſtill alone 5 z 

Which repreſents our King's Sole cafe, 

No this fair Queen is gone. 

The Robin may have loſt his Mate, 
So hath King Wiliam Hisz 

And that he may well match again, 
Our hearty Prayer is. 


5 


IE Muſick be the food of Lore, A 
1 Sing on, Sing on, Sing on, Singlan, _ 
Till I am fill'd, am fild with Joy 30 . 
For then my liſtening Soul you move, 
For then my liſtening ſoul you move, 
With pleaſures that can never cloy; 
Your Eyes, your Mein, yourTongue declare, 
That you are Muck ev'ry where. 


Pleaſvres invaile both Eye, and Ear, ba 
do fierce the tranſports are, they wound; 
And all my Senſes feaſted are, 
Tho' yet the Treat is only Sound. 
Sure I muſt periſh by your Charms, 
Unleſs you aye me in your Arms 


Jo in Love's cruel Anguiſh: 


Amon why will you die for 2x. 
Let neer your flames diſcover? / 1 1 
Be wiſe and ſoon that pain remove, 
Or tell the Nymph (or tell the Nymph) ou Love her: 
As in each of her fierce diſdain, 


He who wants Senſe to beg for aſs, 185 
Delerves, (deſerves in pain, in pain, 
Deſerves) in pain to Languiſu. 


Women like Fortune Love the bold, 

Like her their minds they vary; 
Perhaps this day tho' Cælia's Cold, 

With you the next She't] Marry e 
Beſure be true if She is kind, 141 

If cruel then forget her; BY e DUNE 
With little pains you ſoon will find, : 
A Nymph who I uſe you better, 

F 
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7 Ou underftand no tender Vous, 
1 Of fervent and eternal Love; 
That Lover will his labour loſe, - 4 
Who does with ſighs and tears propoſe, 
| Your Heart to move: 
But if he talk of ſetling Land, 
A Houſe in Town and Coach maintain'd, 
You underſtand, you underſtand. 


You underſtand no Charm in Wit, 

In Shape, in Breeding, or in Airs 3 

To any Fcp you will ſubmit, 

Ihe Nauſeous Clown, or fulſome Citt, | 

If rich they-are, 

Who Guineas can may you command, 
Put Gold, and then put in your 

You underftand, you underftand, | 


Hue Vile are the Sordid Intrigues of the Town, 
Cheating and Lying continually ſway z 
From Bully and Punck to the Politick Gown, 
In Plotting and Sotting they wafte the day: 
All their Diſcourſe is of Foreign Affairs, 
The French and the Wars is always the cry, 
Marriage alaſs is declining, ea 
Nay tho'a poor Virgin lies pining, 
Ah curſe of this jarring what luck have I. 


e 


A 00 Pill to Pinge Melancholy. 


Thop'd a rich Trader by Ogling Charms, 
Into my Conjugal Fetters to bring; BY 
1planted my ſnare too for one lov'd Arms, 
But found his deſign was another thing : 

From the Court Province down to the dull Citts, 
Both Cully and Wits of Marriage are oy 1 
Marriage alas is declining, 

Nay tho' a poor Virgin lies pining, 

Ah vo of the Fang what luck have I ? 


15 


> — — — 


„ 


4 SONG. 
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5 &ince roving of tots, 

Is as fatal as War; 
A nd no Femal ſjaners, - 
Will deel on the ſquare; ; | 


Since 


Bills to Purge Melancholy,, 
Since to keep's out of Faſhion, 
And drains the poor Cully z. 
While his Miſs at his coſt, 
Keeps ſome raſcally Bully. 


Since Miſtreſſes ſell, 
And Wives buy the Pleaſure 3. 
And to-wed or be conftant's, 
The ſame in ſome Meaſure . 
As ſoon as I can =» 
I will leave Fornication, 
And get a good Wife, 
If there's one in the Nation. 


One modeftly free 5 
Not t6o proud of her means; 

And tho' ſhe writes Woman, 
Not out of her Teens, 

Not indebted to Art. 
For her Wit nor her Beauty, 

Yet whoſe Charms daily prompt me, 

Io Family Duty. AA 


Who vifits the Church, _ 
Tho* cuſtom can't move her, 

To play there at Bo-peep, : 

_ Croſs Pew with a Lover: 

Yet let her, with care, 

Shun a contrary evil, 

Left Angel at Church, 7 

| Prove at home a meer Devil. 


Not one who, to nooſe 
Some young Bubble beſtowi 
Her whole ſlender Fortune, 
In Trifles and Cloths; 


_* 
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Nor an over · fond Dotard, 
Who Palls ev'ry pleaſure, 
W/' While for Bottle or Friend, 

, She would leave me no leaſure. | 


Nor one kind and gay, 
Like ſome before Wedlock, © 
Then a, Slut and a Shrew 
When ſhe holds me in Fetlock: 
Nor will I in haſte, 
My dear liberty barter, 
Left, thinking to catch, 
I am caught by a Tartar | 


My Miftreſs much Senſe, 
And all Vertues admit, 
And joyn to good humour, 
Wealth, Beauty and Wit: | 
with a fervent affe&ion, BE, 
She always muſt love me, 
And no Beauty but hers, - | 
Eſre beable to move me. 


Oh ? ſach may ſhe be, 

Who ſhall tempt me wing, . 
Iftbhere j is no ſuch ſhe, | * 
Till there is, I muſt tarry : 8 l 4 . 
And when ſhe is found, *** 
T'll no more be a Rover, | | 
But wed her with ſpeed, 

And, what's ſtranger TA Love her: 


Us 


- — 


And being well re ſolv'd that nene, 


Cou' d ſee her Nakedneſs; 


She pull'd her Robes of one by one, 


And did her ſelf undreſs, 
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104 Pills to Parge Melanchoh. : 


Her purple Mantle fring'd with Gold, 
Her Ivory Hands pin d . 

It wou'd have made a Coward. bold, 

[8 Oc tempted a Saint to 'a finn'd : 

IM! She tura'd about and look't around, 

J Quoth She I bope I'm ſafe; 

Then her Roſey Petty coat, 
She preſently put off, 


The ſnow white Smock which ſhe had on, 5 
1 Tjanſparently to Deck her; | 
iſ Look'd like Cambrick or Lawn, 
Apon an Alablafter Picture: 

Thro' which array, 1 did faintly (Py, | 

Her Belly and her Back; 

He Limbs were ſtraight and all was white, 

But that which ſhould be black. | 


Iato- a fluent ſtream ſke leapt, 

1095 She lovk't like Venus glaſs z . 
be Fiſhes, from all quarters crept, ek 
Jo ſee wht Angel 'twas: 


1 f | sbe did ſ. a Viſion look, | — 
1185 Or * a Dream; | 
Tas thought tbe Sun the Skies ſorlock, Rs 


And dropt into the Rream. 


14 Each Fiſh did wiſh himſelf a man, 
About her all was drawn | 
And at the ſight of her began, 
Io ſpread abroad their Spaun: 
' She turn'd to ſwim upon her Back, 
And fo diſplay'd her Banner ; 
If Fove had then in Heaven been, 
He wou'd have dropt upon her. 


- A Lad that long her Love had been, 

And cou'd obtain no Grace; 
For all her prying lay unſeen, 

4903 in a ſecret wah 3: 


He anſwer'd her, he ne er wou'd ftir, 
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Who had often been repuls d, 
When he did come to Woe her; 
Pull'd off his Cloaths and furiouſly, 
Did run and leap 1 in to her. 


| She queal's, ſhe cry'd, and down ſhe Diva, * 
He brought her up again; 
He brought her o're upon the ſhore, 
And then and then——and then 
As. Adam did Old Eve enjoy, | 
You may gueſs what I mean; 
Becauſe ſhe all uncover'd ys - 
He cover 'd her again. . 


With water'd Eyes, ſhe pants and as 3 
Im utterly undone ; | | | 
If you will not be wed to me, 

E'er the next morning Sun: 


Out of her ſight till then; 
We'll both clap hands in wedlock bands 
Marry. and to't _ 
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106 - Pills to Purge Melancholy. 
Eave off fond Hermite, leave thy vow, 
And fall again to drinking, 2 
| That Beauties that wont ſack allow. OLIN ALI en 
a Is hardly worth thy thinking 
Dry love or ſmall can never hold, 
| And without Bacchus, Venus ſoon grows cold: 


| | Doeſt think by turning Anchorixe ; > 
Or a dull ſmall. Beer ſinner, 
ll | | Thy cold. embraces can invite, 
il 
| 


|| Oc ſprightleſs Couriſpip win her 
1 No tis Canary that inſpires, : 
ff | j Tis Sat like 2 gives 1— to am rous Fires. 


This makes thee chem thy Miſtreſs name, 
Mt - And to. the heavens raiſe her; | 
And range this univerſal fram, 
Tor Eprthery to praiſe her, 

Low liquors render brains unwitty, 
| And ne'et provoke to love, but move to pitty. 


| 
| 
| N Then be thy ſelf, and take thy Glaſs: 
Leave of this ary Devotion, 
Thou muſt like Neptune court thy laſs, 
1 Wallowing in Neckars Ocean. 
| Let's offer to each Ladies ſhrine, 
14 ful n bowl, here's health to thine, 
* 
| 
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TY boy, hay boy, 

Come come ny boy, 

And bring me my l onging defire, 

A Laſs that isneat and can well do the feat, 
When lufty young —_ is on ee. 


Let her body be tal, 
And her watt be ſmall, 
And her age not above eighteen, 


Let her care for no bed, but here let ſpread, 


Her mantle upon the green. 


Let her face be fair, 
And her breaſts be bare, 
And a voce let her have that can aide.) 


Let her belly be (oft, but to mount me aloft;. | | 


Let her bounding Buttocks be marble, As 


Let her have a cherry lip, 
Where I Ned may fip;. 
Let her Eyes be as black as a flow, 


15 locks I do love, fo that thoſe hang above... 


- Arethe 


Ok ſuch a bonny laſs, 
May bring wonders to paſs, - 
And make me grow younger and younger; 3 


with what grows below, 


And when e er we do part, ſhe'll be mad at the ben, | | | 


That I'm * to * no . 
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SM ; | Ell to Poze Meandhely. 
The Devils Progſien on Earth, or a. Duggle. 


Pes Bacon walks. again, 
And Doctor Forſter too; 

Proſerpine and Pluto, 
And many a Goblin more: 

With that-a merry Devil, 

| To make the Airidg, yow'dg. 

| Huggle Dopgle Ha! ba! ha! 

| he Devil Laugh d aloud. 


|| Why think you that he Laugh, . 

' | Forſooth he came from Court; 5 

And there amongſt the Gallants, 
Had ſpy'd-ſuch, pretty Sport: 


And Ladys gon ſo Proud; 
Hezele Muehe, Cc. 


ö 

| 'T There Was ſuch cunning J agling, 
N 
| 


With that into he City, | 
Away the Devil went 

To view the Marchaiits Baud, 
It was his full intent, 


And there along the brave Erchange, 
He crept into the * 


Huggte Duggle, Oe. 


He went into the City, _ 
Toſee all there was well 


THANE GER weights were light; 


Their Conſcience fit for Hell: 
And Porders choſen Magiſtrates 
And Puritan, allow d, 


Huggle Duggle, c. 


With that into the Country; 
Away the Devil goeth; 

For there is all plain Dealing, 
For that the Devil knoweth: 

But the Rich Man reaps the Gains, 
For which the poor Man _ 

Huggle 3 Duggle, S. 


With that the Devil in haſt, 
Took poſt away to Hell; 
And call'd is fellow Furies, 
And told them all on Earth as well: 
That Falſhood there did Flouriſh, 
Plain Dealing was ina Cloud. 
Huggle Duggle Ha! ha?! ha! 
The Devils laugh'd aloud, 
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Pill to Purge Mylenchoh. © 
A SONG, New Sert by Mr. cure. 


Lare a wat without 2 finger, 
Or a Bell without a Ringer, 
Like a Horſe was never ridden z 
Or a feaſt and no Gueſt bidden ; 
Like a Well without a Bucket, 
Or a Roſe if no man pluck it; | 
Juſt ſuch as theſe may ſhe be ſaid,  _ 10; 
That lives, ne' er loves but dies a Maid. | 


The Ring, if worn, the finger decks, 

The Bell pull'd by the Ringer ſpeaks, 

The Horſe doth eaſe, if be ridden, - 
The Feaſt doth pleaſe if Gueſt be bdden; 
The Bucket draws the water forth, _ 

| The Roſe when pluck't is ſtill more worth * 
Such is the Virgin in my 1 
That lives, loves, marries, e er ſhe dies, 


Like 
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Like to the Stock not grafted . n 
Or like a Lute not play d upon; 
Like a Jack without a Weight, 
Or a Barque without a Fraight, 
Like a lock without a Key, | 
Or a Candle in the day, 

Juft ſuch as theſe may ſhe he ald, 


That lives ne er loves, but dies Mai 15 


The graſted Stock doth bear beſt fait, 
There's Muſick in the finger'd Lute, 
The Weight doth make the Jack go r 
The Fraight doth make the * 
The Key the Lock doth open ri 
The Candle's uſeful in the NA! 

Such is the Virgin in my eyes, 


That lives, loves, warries, A = dien 1 


Like a Call with Anon Sir, - it 
Or a Queſtion and no anſwer, 
Like a Ship was never rigg d: 
Or a Mine was never digg d: 


Like a Wound without a tent, 
Or Silver box without a Scent; - 


Juft Such as theſe may ſhe be aid, 
That lives ne er love, but dies 4 maid-. 


Th Aron Sir, doth obey the Call, 

The Civil anſwer pleaſeth all: 

Who riggs a Ship Sayls with the wind. 

Who digs a Mine doth Treaſure find : 

The wound by wholſom Tent hath <Y 

The Box perfum'd the Senſes pleaſe z 
Such is the Virgin in my eyes, 

That lives, loves, rte e er ſhe dies. 


1 ike Medic was never broked;. 
Or Commandation; and no token: 
Like a Fort and none to win it, 

Or like the Moon, and no man in it: Þ 
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4 Pills to hi e 
Like a School without a Teacher, 
Or like a Pulpit and no Preacher: 
uft ſuch as theſe may ſhe be ſaid, _ 
t lives, ne're loves, but dies a Maid: 


The broken Marrow bone i is ſweet, . 
The Token doth adorn the Greet; 
There's Triumph in the Fort being won, 
The Man rides glorious in the Moon, 
The School is by the Teacher ftill'd, _ 
The Pulpit by the Preacher fill'd, . 

Such is the Vitgin in my eyes, 

That lives, loves, Marries e'ce ſhe de. 


N Like a Cage without a Bird, 
Or a thing too longdeferr'd, . 
Like the Gold was never try d, 
Or the Ground unoccupied ß 
Like a Houſe that's not poſſeſſed, 


Z Or a Book was never prefled ; 


Juft ſuch as theſe may ſhe be ſaid, 
That lives, ne're loves, but dies a . 


The Bird in cage doth ſweetly ling, 
Due Seaſon ſweetens every thing z = 
The Gold that's try d from drols is pur d, 
There's Profit in the Ground Manur'd; 
The Houſe is by Poſſeſſion Graced, | 
The Book well preſs'd is moſt embraced : 

Such is the Virgin in my Eyes, 

iT hat lives, loves, marries e er ſhe dies. : 
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8 I ate at my Spinning-Wheel, - 
A bonny Lad there paſſed by, 


I ken'd him round, and I lik'd him weel, | 

Geud Faith he had a bonny Eye: [ 1 88 
My Heart New Panting, gan to fech, | 1 
But ſtill I turn'd my Spinning-Wheel. 


Moft gracefully he did appear, 
As he my -preſence did draw near, | I 
And round about my lender Wafte, 1 
He claſp'd his Armes and me embrac d: — 
To kiſs my Hand he down did kneel, Fo 1 
As I ſate at my Spinning-Wheel. 'T wy 


4 My Milk white Hand he did Extal, 
And prais'd my Fingers long and ſmall, 
And ſaid, there was no Lady fair, 
That ever could with me compare: 


Thoſe pleaſing words my Heart did feel, 
But fill I turn'd my Spinning-Wheel, 
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Altho' I ſeemingly did chide, 

- Yet he would never be deny d, 
But did declare his Love the more, 
Until my heart was wounded (ſore ; | 
That I my love could ſcarce conceal, 
But yet I turn'd my ſpinning Wheel. 


As for my Yarn, my Rock, and Reel, 
And after that my ſpinning Wheel, 
He bid me leave them all with ſpeed,. 
And gang with him to yonder Mead: 

7 1 2 heart ſtrange flames did feel, 
Let Rill 1 turn'd my ſpinning Wheel. 


He ſtop'd and gaz'd and blithly ſaid, 
Now ſpeed thee weel my bonny Maid. 
| [ 1 — But if thou'ſt to the Hay-Cœcn go, 
i I learn thee better Work I ttow, 

17 Geud Faith I lik d him paſſing weel, 
But ſtill I turn d my e et, 


|! He lowly veil'd his Bonet oſt, 

li, And ſweetly kiſt my Lips ſo ſoft, 

ſj} Yet till between each honey Kiſs, 
us urg'a me on to farrher bliſs z 
Til reſiſtleſs fire did feel, ; 
Then let alone my Spinning - wheel. 


Among the pleaſant Cocks of Hay, 
| Then with my bonny Lad Ilay, 
What Dam ſel ever could deny, 


The pleaſure I cannot reveal, 
It far ſur paſt the ſpinning- wheel. 
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| A Youth with ſuch a Charming Eye? 
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Un a ſunſhine Summers day, . 4 


When every Tree was green and gay, 4 


The Morning bluſht with Phebus ray, 
Juſt then aſcending from the Sea, 
As Silvia did a hunting ride. 

A lovely Cottage he eſpy d; 
Where loyely Cloe ſpinning ſat; 
And ſtill ſhe turn'd her Wheel about. 


Her Face a Thouſand Graces crown, 
Her curling Hair was lovely brown. 
Her rowling Eyes all hearts did win, 
And white as down of Swans her Skin: 


So taking her plain dreſs appears, 


Her Age not pamng ſixteen years, 
The Swaia'lay-fighing at her fove, _ 
Yet till ſhe turn'd her wheel about. 


Bel bete of thy tender kind, 
Cries he, this ne*er can ſuit thy mind. 
Such Grace attracting noble Loves, 


Was ne'er deſign'd for Woods and Groves; 


Come, come with me to Court my Dear, 


Partake my Love and Honour there; 
And leave this Rural ſordid rout, 
And turn no more thy Wheel about - 
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At this with, ſome few modeſt fun. [ 

She turns to him her Charming ee it,, | 1 
| 


Ah! Sir no mote ſhe cries, ' 
Nor ſeek my weakneſs to ſurprize; 4 1 
I know your Arts to be bekey'd, _* on 
I know how Virgins are deciey dy _ | ': 
Then let me thus my Life wear ut. 
And turn wy harmleſs Wheel about, © 9 
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| By that dear painting Breaft cries he, = 
l\ Bit | And yet unſeen divinity = 

14 Nay by my Soul that reſts in thee, 

I ſwear this cannot, muſt not be; 

Ah! cauſe not my eternal woe, 

Nor kill the Man that loves thee ſo; 

But go with me and eaſe my doubt, 

And turn no more thy Wheel about. 


His Cunning Tongue ſo play'd its part, 
He gain'd admiſſion to her heart; 
And now ſhe thinks it is no Sin, 

To take Loves fatal poiſon in 3 8 

| But ah! too late ſhe found ber fault, 
For he her Charms had ſoon forgot; 
And, left her e er the year ran out, 

In tears to turn her Wheel about. 
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Beggar, a Beggar, a Beggar Tl be. 
X There's none leads a life more jocund than he, 
A Beggar I was, and a Beggar I am, 
A Beggar 1'll be, from a Beggar I came, 
Tf as it begins our tradings do fall, 
We in the Concluſion ſhall Beggars be all. 
Tradeſmen are unfortunate in their affairs, 
And few men are thriving but Courtiers and Players. 


A Craver my Father, a Maunder my Mother, 

A Filer my Siſter, a Filcher-my Brother, 

A Canter my Unkle, that car'd not for Pelf, 

A Lifter my Aunt and a Beggar my ſelt; 

In white wheaten ſtraw when their Belly's were full, 
Then I was got between a Tinker and a Trull, 

And therefore a Beggar, a Beggar Il be 

For there's none leads à life more jocund that be. 


— When boys do come to us, and that their intent is, 
To follow our Calling, we ne er Bind them Prentice; 
Soon as they come too't, we teach them to doo't, 
And give them a ſtaff and a wallet to boot, 
We teach them their Lingua to Crave and to Cant, 
The Devil is in them if then they can want, 
And be, or ſhe, that a Beggar will be, 
Without Indentures they ſhall be made free. 


We beg for our bread, yet ſometimes it happens, 
We feaſt it with Pig, Pullet, Coney, and Capons, 
For Churches Aﬀairs, we are no men ſlayers, 
We have no Religion, yet live by our Prayers, 
But if when we beg, men will not draw their Purſes, 
We charge and give fire, with a volley of Cui ſes, 
The Devil confound your good Worſbip we cry, | 
And ſuch a bold brazen fac'd beggar am 1, . | 
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We raiſe no Rebellion, nor never talk Treaſon, 
We bill all our Mates, at very low Rates, 
Whilſt ſome keep their Quarters as high as the gates, 
With Shinkin ap Morgan, with Blne-cap or Teer, 
We into no Covenant enter, nor League. 

And therefore a bony bold Begger TI 

For none lives a life mor e merry then be. 


For ſuch petty pledges, as Shirts from the Hedges, 
We are not in rr to he drawti upon Sledges, 

But ſometimes the whip doth make us to skip, 
And then we from Tything to Tything do trip, 


For when in a poor bouzing-kan we do bib it, 
We ſtand more in dread of the Stocks then the Glbbet, 


And therefore a merry mad Begger II be, 


For when it is nigbi inthe barn eumbles be, 


We throw done no Alter, nor ever do falter, 


So much as to change a gold chain for a Halter, 


Though ſome men do flout us, and others do doubt us, 


We commonly bear forty pieces about us; 


' But many good Fellows are fine and look fiercer, 


That owe for their Cloaths to the Taylor and Mercer, 
And if from the Stocks I can keep out my feet, 
I fear not tbe Compter, Rings Bencb, nor the Fleet. 


cometimes I do frame my ſelf to be lame, 


And when a Coach comes 1 hop to my game, 
We ſeld-m miſcarry, or ever do marry, 


By tte Gown Common Prayer or Cloak DireQory 3 


But Simon and Suſan like birds of a Feather, 


They kiſs and they laugh, and ſo lie down toge: her. 


Lite Pigs in the Peaſe-(iraw intanged they 1 
Tl * they 88 ſuch a bold Rog 4 J. 
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went to the Alehouſe as an Shane woman ſhou' * 
And a Kaave follow d after, as you know Knaves wou 4, 
Knaves will be Knaves in every degree, 

1'll tell you by and by, bow this Knave ſery'd me. 


1 calrd for my pot as an honeft woman ſhou'd, 3 | | | 
And the Knave drank't up, as you know Knaves Wot, | 
' Knaves will be Naves, &c. = | 


T went into my bed as an boneſt woman ſhou'd, 9 
And the Knave crept into't as you know Knaves wou'd, 1 
_ Kynuves will be Knaves, KG. : | | 


I proved with Child as an honeſt woman ſhou' d, 

And the Knave ran away, as you know Knaves wou'd, 
Knaves will be Knaves in every degree, 

And thus have I told you how this Knave ſery'd me. 
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4 SONG ona "OS New Set by FA Clark. 
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No, Ow that Lane! 8 . is come, 
. And Madg the Maid hath ſwept the room, 
| 5 and trim'd her Spit and Pot . 
Awake my merry Muſe and Sing, 
The Revels and that other thing, 
That muſt not be forgot. 


As the gray morning dawn'd tis ſaid, 
Clorinda broke out of her bed, 
. Like Cymbia in her pride; 
Where all the Maiden Lights that were, 
 Compriz'd within our Hemiſpbere, 

Attended at her ſide. 


But wot you then, with much ado, 

They dreſs'd the Bride from top to toe! 
And brought her from her Chamber; 
| Deck'd i in her Robes, and Garments gay, 

More ſumptuous than the live-long day, 

Or Stars inſhrin'd in amber, 
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The ſprkling bullies of her Eyes, 
Lites Eclipſed Suns did riſe, 
Beneath her Cryſtal brow g 
To ſhew like thoſe ſtrange accidents, 
Some ſudden changeable events, 
Were like to hap below. 


Her Sinks beftreak'd with white and red, 
Like pretty tell- tales of the bed, 


Preſag'd the bluftcing night, 
With his encircling arms and ſhade, 
Reſolv d to ſwallow and invade, 
And skreen her virgin light. 


Her lips thoſe threads of Scarlet die, 

Wherein Love's charms and quiver lie, 
Legions of ſweets did crown, 

Which ſmilingly did ſeem to ſay, 


O] crop me! crop me! whilſt you may, 


Anon they're not mine own. 


Her breafts, thoſe melting Alps of ſnow ; 
On whoſe fair hills in open ſhow, 
The God of Love lay napping 3 
Like ſwelling Butts of lively wine, 
Upon their Ivory Tilts did ſhine, 
To wait the 0 tapping. 


Her waſte that tender type of man, 
Was but a ſmall and ſingle ſpan, 
Yet I dare ſafely ſwear, 
He that whole thouſands has in fee, 
Would forfeit all * he might be, 
Lord of the Mannour there, 
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But now before I paſs the line, 

Pray, Reader, give me leave to dine, 

| And pauſe here in the middle 3 
The Bridegroom and the Parſon knock, 


The Plum-cake and the Fiddle, 


Wbenas the Prieſt Clarinda ſees, 
| He ſtai'd as't had been half his fees 
To gaze upon her face; 
1 And if the ſpirit did not move, 
His countenance was far above 
FB Hach ſinner in the place, 


(| With all the Zymeneal flock, 


JT With mickle ſtir he joyn'd their hands, 
And hamper'd them in Marriage bands, 

| As faſt as faſt may be: 

Where ſtill methinks, methings, I hear, 
That ſecret ſigh in ev'ry ear, | 
| Once, love, remember me. 


| Which done, the Cook he knockt amain, 
And up the diſhes in a train 


K — * — . 


| BY | Came ſmoaking two and two; 


With that they wip'd their Mouths and ate, 


Some fell to quathng, ſome to prate, 
1 Ay marry, and welcome too. 


In pairs they thus impail'd the meat, 
| Roger and Margeret, and Thomas and Rate, 
Ralph and Beſs, Andrew and Maudlin; 


Whoſe cheeks on each ſide of her Snuffers did Meet, 
4s round 2 as plump as a e 


ll And Valentine eke with Sybil ſo ſweet, 
|| 


When 


Pills to Purge Melancholy. 123 


When at the laſt they had fetched their freez, 
And mired their ſtomachs quite up to the knees, 
In Claret and good chear; 
Then, then began the merry din, 
For as it was they were all on the pin, | 
n! what kiſſing and clipping was there. 
But as luck would have it the Parſor faid grace, 
And to frisking and dancing they ſhuffled a pace, 
: Each Lad took his Laſs by the fiſt, 
And when he had ſqueez d her, and gam'd her until, 
The fat of her face run down like a mill, 
He toll'd for the reft of the griſt. 


In ſweat and in duſt having waſted the Day, 

They enter'd upon the laſt act of the play, 
The Bride to the Bed was convey'd, 

Where knee-deep each hand fell down to the ground, 

And in ſceking the Garter much pleaſure was found; 
Twould have made a man's arm have ftray'd. 


This Clutter oer Clærinda lay, 

Half Bedded, like the peeping day, 
Behind Olympus ca; 

Whilſt at her head each twittring Girl, | 

The fatal ftocking quick did whirle, 3 
to know the lucky hap. 


The Bridegroom in at laſt did ruſtle, 
All diſapointed in the buſtle, 3 2 
: The Maidens had ſhav'd his breeches, 41% 
But let us not complain, 'tis well, | | 
In ſucha ftorm I can you tell, 
He ſav'd his other ſtitches, 


G3: | And 


And now he bounc d into the Bed, 4 

Even juſt as if a man had ſaid, 1 
: Fair Lady have at all; 

Where twifted at the Hug they ay, 

Like Venus and the ſprightly Boy, 

O! who wau'd fear the fall? 
Thus both with Loves ſweet Tapers fired, 
And thouſand balmy kiſſes tired, 

They could not wait the reſt; 3 
But out the folk and Candles fled, 
And to't they went, but what they did, 

There lies the Cream o*th* * jeft. 


——_— 


The ite hater to the rem Tune. | 


E that intends to take a wife, 
Tu tell him, what a kind of Life 
He muft be ſure to lead; 
If ſhe's a young and tender heart, 
Not documented in Loves art, 


Much teaching ſhe will need, 


For where there is no path one may, 
Be tir'd before he find the way: 
Nay when he's at his treaſure; 
The gap perhaps will prove ſo firaight, 
That he for entrance long may wait, 
And make a toil of's pleaſure. 


Or if one old and paſt her doing, 
He will the Chambermaid be Wooing, 
To buy her ware the cheaper; 
But if he chuſe one moſt formoſe, 
'Ripe for't ſhe'll prove libidinous, 
WE” himſclf ſhan't hop her. 


8 
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For when theſe things are neatly dreſt, 
They'll entertain each wanton gueſt, 
| Nor for your honour care; 
Tf any give their pride a fall, 
Thi have learn'd a trick to bear w'thall, 
So you their charges bear. 


Or if you chance to play your game, 
With a dull, fat, groſs, and heavy Dame, 
Four riches to encreaſe, 
Alas ſhe will but jeer you for't, 
Bid you to find out better ſport, 
Lie with a pot of greaſe. 


If meager — be thy delight, 
She'll conquer in venereal fight, 
And waſt thee to the bones; 
Such kind of girls like to your Mil, 
Ihe more you give, the more crave they wi}, 
2 Dr elſe they'll grind the ſtones, © 


If black. tis odds ſhe's dey'lifh'proud ; - 

If ſhort Zantippe like to loud, | 

L If long ſhe'll lazy be, 

Fooliſh (the proverb ſays) if fair 

If wiſe and comely dandger's there, 
Left ſhe do Cuckold thee, 


If ſhe bring ſtore of Money, ſuch 
Are like to domineer too much, 
Prove Mrs. no good Wife, 
And when they cannot keep you under, 
They'll fill the houſe with ſcolding thunder, 
What worſe than ſuch a life, 
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But if their Dowry only be, 


Beauty, farewel felicity, 

Thy fortune's caft a way 3 
Thou muſt be ſure to ſatisfie her, 
In Belly, and in Back defire, 

To labour night and day. 


And rather then her pride give o'er, 


She'll turn pethaps an honour'd Whore, 


And thou'lt Afeor'd be; 
Whilſt like Adleon thou mayeſt weep, 
To think thou forced art to kee 
| All ſuch as deyour thee, 


If being Noble thou doſt wed, 

A lervile Creature baſely bred, 
Thy. family it defaces; 

It being mean, one nobly boro, 

St.e'll ſwear to exalt a Court-like born, 
Thy low deſcent it graces. 


If one Tongue be too much for any, 
Ihen he who takes a wife with many, 8 
Knows not what may betide him 3 
She whom he did for Learning honour, 


To Scold by Book will take upon her, 


Rhetorically chide him, 


W both her parents living are, 

To pleaſe them you muft take great care; 

DO Or ſpoil your future ML 1 
But if departed they re this life 

You muſt me I. to you wi 0 
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If bravely dreft, fair Fac'd and Witty, | 
She'll oft” be gaoding to the City, 
or can you ſay her nay 3 
She'll tell you ( if you her deny) 
Since Women have terms ſhe knows not why, . 
| But ftill they keep them may. 


If thou make choice of Country ware, 3 
Of being Cuckold there's leſs fear, | $ 
But ſtupid honeſty, 1 
May teach her how to ſleep all night, a 
And take a great deal-more delight, 
To milk the Cows than thee. 


Concottion makes their blood agree, 9 1 
Too near, where's conſanguinity, F 
| Then let no k n be choſen; 1 
He looſeth one part of his Treaſure, 19 
Who thus confineth all his Pleaſure, 
To th'arms of a firſt Cozen, 
* 


He'll never have her at command, 9 
Who takes a Wife at ſecond hand, vil 

Then chuſe no widdow'd mother; 3 
The firſt cut of that bit you love 1 55 I! 
If others had, why mayn't you prove, 
9 5 But taſter to another. 


Beſides if ſhe bring Children many, 
"Tis like by thee fhe'll not have any, 
But prove a barren Doe; 
Or if by them ſhe ne'er had one, 
By thee *tis likely ſhe'll have none, 
N Whilſt thou for weak back go. 


is 
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For there where other Gardner's have been ſcwing. 

1heir ſeed but never could find it growing, 
Iꝛou muſt expect ſo too; 

And where the Terra incognita, 

So's plow'd yon muſt it fallow lay, 

And ftill for weak Back go. 


Then truft not a Maiden face, 
Nor confidence in Widows place, 

| Thofe weaker veſſels may g 
Spring leak or ſplit againft a rock, 
And when your fame's wrapt in a ſmock, 
*Tis eaſily caft away. 


Yet be ſhe fair, foul, ſhort, or tall, 
You for a time may love them al, 
Call them your ſoul your life; 
And one by one, them undermine, 
As Courtezan, or Concubine, _ 
But never as a married Wife. 


He who conſiders ibis may end the ſtrife, 
Confeſs no trouble Ithe unto a Wife, 


OY —_ COS. - | 
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A SONG. New Sett by My, J. Clark. 
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TN faith 'tis true I am in Love, 
Tiis your black Eyes have made me ſo; 

My reſolutions. they remove, 

And former niceneſs overthrow. 


: | ae 
Thoſe glowing char-coals ſet on fire, 
A heart, that former flames did ſhun, 
Who as Heretick unto defire, | 
- Now's judg'd to ſuffer Martyrdom, 


But Beauty, ſince it is thy fate, 
At diſtance thus to wound-ſo ſure z | 
Thy Vertues 1 will imitate, | 

Aad ſee if diſtance prove a cure. 


Then farewel Miftreſs, farewel Love, 
Thoſe lately entertain'd deſires, 
| Wiſe men can from that plague remove; 
Farewel black Eyes, and farewel fires. 


If ever I my heart acquit, 
Of thoſe dull flames, I'Il bid a pox, 
On all black Eyes, and ſwear their fit, 
For nothing but a Tinder-box. . 


P 
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1 and Will were Shepherds Swains, 
They lov'd and liv'd together, 

When fair Paſtora grac'd the Plains, 

| Alas? why came ſhe thitherz _ 

© For though they fed two ſerveral Flocks 

| They had but one deſire, Ky 

Pagſtora's Eyes and Amber Locks, 
Set both their hearts on fire, 


> 


| Tom came of honeſt gentle Race, 
By Father and by Mother, 
And Will was noble but alas! 


He was a younger Brother. 


Tom was toyſome, Will was ſad, 
He Huntſman, nor no. Fowler, 
Tom was held a proper Lad, 

But Vill the better Bowler. 


Tom would drink her Health, and ſwear, - 

I be Nation could not want her, 
Will could take her by the ear, 

And with his Voice inchant her, 

Ton kept always in her ſight, 

And ne'er forgot his Duty, 

Will was witty and could wright, 
Smooth Sonets on her Beauty. 


Thus did ſhe exerciſe her skill, 
When both did dote upon her, 
She graciouſly did uſe them ftill, 
And fill preſerv'd her honour. 
So cunning and ſo fair a ſhe, + 
And of ſo ſweet behaviour 


That Tom thought he, and i thought he, 


Was chiefly in her favour. 


Which of thoſe two ſhe loved moſt, 
Or whether ſhe levedeither, | 
'Tis thought they'll find it to their coſt, 
That ſhe indeed Jov'd neither, 
For to the Court Paſtora's gone, 
J had been no Court without her, 


The Queen amongſt all her train had none, 


_—_ 0 


Was half (6 fair about her. 


7om hung his Dog, and threw away, 
His Sheep-crook, and Wallet, 8 

Will bur fi his Pipes, and curſt the day; 
That e'er he made à Sonnet. 
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| 
| | 
| TD Right was the Morning cool was the Air, 5 
Se rene was all the sky, 5 
When one the Waves I left my dear, ; 

The Center of my joy; | 
Heaven and Nature ſmiling were, 
And nothing ſad but I. 


Fach Roſie Field did Odours ſpread, 
i All Fragrant was the ſhore 
Each River God roſe from his Bed, 
And ſigh'd and own'd her power: 
| Curling their Waves they deck'd their hea ls, 
4s proud of what what they bore, 
1 


So when the fair Feyption Queen, 
Her Heroe went to ſee, | 
Cidnus ſwell'd o'er his Banks in pride, 
| lf As much in Love as he: 

* ** Oe. | 
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Bear all my ſighs ye gentle winds, 
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Glide on ye waters bear theſe Lines, 
And till her how diftrefs'd, 


And waft em to her Breaſt, 
Tell her if cer ſhe prove unkind, 
I never ſhall have reft. 


* 


4 SONG. 


CQO) Awney was tall and of Noble Race, 
And loy'd me better than any eane; 

But now he ligs by another Laſs, 

And Sawney will ne'er be my love agen: 
T gave im fine ſcotch Sarke and Band, 
I put 'em on with mine own hand 
J gave him Houſe, and 1 gave him Land, 
Yet Saw'n'y will ne'er be my Love agen, 


— —4—äAũG— d —d— 9 OO AA rr ern cnn ents _ 


a Pills to Purge Melancholy. 
I robb'd the Groves of all their ſtore, 
And Noſegays made to give Samney one; 


He kiſt my Breaft and feign would do mere, 
Gude feth me thought he was a bonny one: 


He ſqueez'd, my fingers, graſp'd my keen, 
And Carv'd my name on each green Tree, 
And ſigh'd and languiſht to ligg by me; 
Tet now he wo'not be my Love agen. 


My Bongrace and my Sun-burnt Face, 

He prais'd, and alſo my Ruſſet Gown, 
But now he doats on the Copper Lace, 
Of ſome lewd Quean of London Town : 
He gangs and gives her Curds and Cream, 
Whilft I poor ſoul fit ſighing at heam, 
And near joy Sawney unleſs in a dream 
5 For now he near will be my Love again. 


— — — —e—é 


4 SONG. 
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** 


Uoth Fob» to Joan, wild thou have me? 
XI Prethee now wilt, and Tie Marry with thee; - 
My Cow, m Com, my Houſe and Rents, 
Aw my Lands and Tenements: 

Say my Joan, ſay my Joaney, will that not do? 

1 cannot, cannot, come every day no woe, 


I have Corn and Hay in the Barn hard by, 
And three fat Hogs pent up in the fty ; 

I have a Mare and ſhe's coal black: 

J ride on her Tall to ſave her back; 


Say my Joan, Cc. 


J have a Cheeſe upon the ſhelf, 

] cannot eat it all my ſelfz, 

I have three gude Marks that lie in rag, 

In the nook of the Chimney ra | 
Sa my Joan, Se. 8 


To marry I would have thy conſent, 
But faith! never could Complement g 
Ican ſay nought but hoy gee hoa, 
Terms that belong to Cart and Plough: 
Say ny Joan, We, 
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Wu. ſhould we boaft of Artbur and his Knights? > 


We know how many men have perform'd fights ; 
Or why ſhould we ſpeak of Sir Lancelot du lake, 
Or Sir Triſlyam du Leon that fought for the Ladys ſake ? 


Read old ftorics and there you'll ſee, 


; \ 


How St. George, St. George, did make the Dragon flee, 
St. George, he was for Exg land, St. Dennis was for France, 
Sing Honi Sort qui maly penſe, | 


To ſpeak of the Monarchs, it were too long to tell; 
And likewiſe of the Romans how far they did excel, 


Hannibal and Scipio they many a field did fight, 


. 


orlando Furiofo he was a valiant Knight, 

Romulus and Remus were thoſe that Rome did build; 

But St. George, St. George, the Dragon he hath kilFd. 
St. George he was, Oc. | i 


Fephtha and Gideon they lead their men to fight. 


The Gibeonites and Ammonites they put them all to flight, 


Hercules's Labour was in the the Vale of Braſs, 


And Sampſon flew a thouſand with the Jaw-bone of an Aſs, 

And when he was blind pull'd the temple to the ground: 

But St. George, St. Georgs, the Dragon did confound, 
St. George he was, Ce. 


Valentine and @rſou they came of Pipin's blood. 
Aifred and Aldrecus they were brave Knights and good 


The four ſons of Ammon that fonght with Charlemazne, 


Sir Hugh de Bourdeaux and Godfrey de Bolaigne, 

Theſe were all French Knights the Pagans did convert, 

But St. George, St, George, pull'd forth the Dragons heart 
St, Gearge he was, Oe. 4 | Hen- 


But St. George, St. George the Dragon he hath ſlain. 


Jumberlame the Emperour in Iron Cage did Crown, 
With his bloody Flag diſplay'd before the TO; 

FScanderbeg Magnanimous Mabomet's Baſhaws dread, 

His Beglerbeys, he ſcorns like dregs George Caſtrios was 


| But St. George, St. George, the Dragon he hath maul'd. 
Ottoman the Tartar he came of Perſia's race, TY 


The Grecian Youth Bucepbalus he manly did beſtride, 
But: thoſe with all their worthies Nine, St. George: did 


But St. George, St. George pull'd forth the Dragons ſting, | | 
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Henry the fifth he Conquer'd all France, 1 
He quarter d their Arms his honour to advance, 

He razed their Walls and pull'd their Cities down, 
And garniſh'd his head with a double triple Crown; 
He thumped the French and after home he came 


St. George he was, Ge. 


St. David you know, loves Leeks and tofted Cheeſe, 

And Fafon was the man brought home the Golden-Fleece z 

St. Patrick you know he was St. George's Boy, 

Seven years he kept his Horſe and then ſtole him away 3 

For which Knaviſh act a ſlave he doth remain: 

But St. George St. George, he hath the Dragon lain, 
St, George he was, Oc. | 


Whoſe Victorious Bones were worn when he was dead; 


Che call'd, 


St. George he was, Cc. 


The great Mogul, with his.Chefts ſo full of. Cloves and 


| | | | [them deride; 
Guſtavus Adoſphus was Sweedlands Warlike Kinn, 


” 


St. George he was, Sc. 


"T2: Pill to Purge Melanchoh.” 

Pendragon and Cadwalladar of Britiſh blood do boaft, 
Tho Fobn of Gant his foes did daunt St. es «1 rule 
6 bY the roſt; 
Agamemnon and Cleomedon and Macedon did feats, 
But compared to our Champion they were * merely 
|| | | ; | | cheaths; 
|| Brave Malta Knights in Twkiſh fights, their brandiſf 
q Tat | [Swords outdrew ; 
But St. George met the Dragon, and ran him through and 
| - (through, 


Bidea the Amazon, Prozeus overthrew, 
As fierce, as either Vandal, Goth, Saracen, or Few, 
The potent Holophernes as he lay on his Bed, | 
In came wiſe Fudith and ſubtilly ſtole away his head; 1 
Brave Cyclops tout, with Fove he fought, although he 1 
„„ er l ſhowr'd down thunder, a 
But St. George kill'd the Dragon, and was not that 1 
i N n Ther 
St. George he was, Gc, 


Mark Ambony Tl warrat you, play'd feats we” Egypt's 
8 1 e 7 Queen, 
Sir Eglamore that valiant Knight, the like was never ſeen, 
Grim Gorboy's might, was known in fight, old Bevis moſt 
5 EIS] [men frighted. 
The Myrmidons, and Preſter Fobns, why were not theſe 
23 {men Knighted ! 
Brave Spinola took in Breda, Naſſau did it recover, 
Zut St. George, St. George he turn'd the Dragon "_ and 
N + 6. Ft T3. Over: 
St. George he was for England, St. Dennis was for France, 
|} . Sing ZHony Soit qui maly perſſe, 5 
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— 
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ond 
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Old England twrrwd New, 10 the Tune of the 
Black ſmith, Page 28. | 


Ou talk of New. England, I truely believe, 


01d-Englond is grown New, and doth us deceive 


I'll ask you a queſtion or two by our leave g 
And is not old England grown New 


Where are e your old Soldiers with Slaſhes and Cats, 

They never us d Drinking in no time of Wars, 

Nor Shedding of Blood in Mad drunken Jarre * 
Andi is not old England, Hs 


New Captains are made that never did bob, 

But with pots in day, and punks in the Night, 

And all their chief Care is to keep their [words ls brighty 
And is nos old, &c. 14 


Where are your old Swords, your Bills, and your Bows, : 


Your Bucklers, and Targets that never fear'd blows 2 
They are turn'd to Stilleto's _ _ "_w Shows: 
And is not, Kc. | 


Where are your old 8 that uſed to ride, 
| With Forty Blew-coats and Foot-men befide ? - 


8 iy 


They are turn d to Six ae Coach with a guide: 7 


Audit not, &c. 


| And what is become of our old Engliſh Cloaths, | 
ſlee vd Doublet 


And is not, &c. 


% * 4 * — . 
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yard dh Teyloe fone halfn your together, 


| To fit a New Sute to a New Hat and Rather. 


Of Gold, or of Silver, Silk, dr cd or Leather, ? 


| And is not, Kc. Ws; Tee 11 0 AE. 
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Some 

| t 
[| We have New faſhion'd Beards, and New faſhion'd Loc ks, N 
1 And new faſhion'd Hats, for your New pated Blocks, _— 


And more New Diſeaſes beſides the French P 0 X 
And i is not, &c. 


Ne Houſes are built; and old ones + piled PERS 1 me 
Until the New Houſes, ſel] all the old ground, W 
J And the Houſes ftand like a Horſe in the Pound oe 
1 And is not, &c. Nov 
' New faſhions in Houſe," New faſhions at Table, 2 K . 
Old ſervants diſcharg d, and New not ſo able, 1. 
And all good Old cuftom is now but a Fable; | 
And ii not, &. I it 
New Trickings, New Goings, New Meaſures, New mag = 


Qi 
New Feadsfor Men, for your Women New e 2 


And 440 70 New tricks to mend their bad Caſes 3 


88 Þ 
New tricks! in the Law, vw tricks; in- the e Rolls / 1 
New Bodies they have, they look for New Souls, 


When the — is paid for pra. Old Paul, 


a jt + 3667 985 
Then talk t no more of New EI 2 
New Eng land is where old England did tand, | 
New furniſh'd, New Faſhion'd New Woman'd, News - 
And is 5G 4 Sc. | [Man'd ; 


T the? Ti une Po tbe Black ſinich Page 28. 


| Fr tel you a tory if it be true, . 
kat look you to that, L am ſure it is Neu, 

And only in Salisbury know.to a few. RIS OD 
| bitt 10 body cas deny, 
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Some Safes have written as we do find, 

That Spirits departed are monſtrous kind, 

To Friends and Relations left behind, 
Which, &c. ON 


That this is no tale I ſhall you tell, 
A Lady there dyed, Men thought her in Hell, 


1 mean in the Grave, as ſome expound well, 
Which, Re. . | 


Now as the Devil a hunting did go, 
For the Devil goes oft a Hunting you know, 
Ina thicket he heard a ſound of much Woe. 


Which 7 & c. 


It was a Lady that wept, and her wee ping, 
Made Satan go from liſt ning to peeping, 

Quoth he what ſlave hath this Lady in keeping; 
: Which, &c. a | 


Good S'r, quoth ſhe if of Woman you came, 
Pity my caſe, and I'll tell you the fame, _ 
Quoth the Devi} be quick in your ſtory fair dame. 
Which, Rc. R 


Quoth ſhe I leſt two Children behind, 
To whom their Father is very unkind, 


If I could but appear, I ſhould change his mind, 
Which, &c. 9 fb S her he 


Fair Dame quoth the Devil are theſe all your wants 5 
So ſhe told him ker Name, her Uncles and Aunts, 


All wkom he knew well, tor they were no Saints, 
| Which, &cc. | | | 


Then ſhe told him how many Sweet hearts ſhe had, 

How many was good, and how many were bad, 

The Devil began to think her flark Mad, 
„ - hy 


And 


= / - 
And { ſhe went on with the cauſe of the ſquabble, 
Beelzebub ſcratch't and was in great trouble, 


For he thought it would — a two hours Babö le. 
W bic h Kc, 


He would have been one, but well 1 viſt, 
She caught him faft dy the ity black firſt, 


Nay then quoth the Devin een do * you lift,” 
Which &c. 


Now when ſhe was free, to Earth ſhe flew, 
And came with a vengeance, to give her her due, 


Then ſnap went the Lock and the Candles burnt blue. f 


Which &c. 


Quoth ſhe will you give my Children their land J 
Her Husband did ſweat, you muft underftand, 


For he did not think her * near at hand. 


= Which See. 


But having recover d Heart of grace, 
Quoth he you Jade come again in this place, 


And Fauſtus, his Chamber- -pot lier in thy Face. 
| Which &c. 


| When ſhe could not prevail by n means ſo foul, 

She ſought others ways his Mind to controul, 

So ſhe went to a Maid, a very good ſoul. 
Mich &c | 


In the Name of the Father, and ſo 8 went on, 


Moſt Gracious Madam, what would you have done; 5 


I.Il do it although you'd have me a Nun. 
Which &c. 


Then go to my Husband and bid him do right, ” 


_ Unto my two Children, or elſe by this light, 
TV rattle his 3 tp Night. 
Which &c. 5 
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Tell him Uli hear no more of his Reaſons, 
Jil fit on his Bed and read him ſuch Lefſons, 


As never were heard at Mr. — 
W bich &c, 


80 away went the Virgin and flew like a Bird 

And told the Spirits Husband every Word, 

At which he replyed, I care not 21 
Which &c. 


For when ſhe was incarnate, quoth 1 
She was as much Devil as cer ſhe could be, 


And then I fear'd her no more than a Flea. 
Which &c. 


Good Sir, quoth ſhe conſider my vlight, 

I am not able to keep out right, 

Three waking Minifters every night. 
Woich &c. 


When the Gentleman bear d her Ditty ſo ſad, 
Compaſſion Straight his Fury allay d, 
And unto the Boys the Land was convey d. 
Mich &c. 


When the land as 1 faid was convey d to the Boys. 
The Virgin went home again to rejoyce, 
And away went the ſpirit with a | tuncable Voice. 
Which &c. 


/ 


| 
7 
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OW Happy's the mortal, 
That lives by his Mill, 
That depends on his own, 
Not on fortune's Wheel; 


1 By the ſlight of his Hand, 


And the ſtrength of his Back, 
How merry, how 2 
His Mill goes Clack, Clack, Clack, 
How, &c. 
If his Wife proves 2 cold, 
As too often tis ſeen, 
For ſhe may be a Scold, 
Sing God bleſs the Queen; 
With his Hand to the Mill, 
And his Shoulder to the 1 ä 
He drowns all the diſcord, 
In his Muſical Ciack, Click, Clack, 
1." 0, KC 
O'er your Wives and your Daughters, 
He often prevails, | 8: 


7 


2 By Rticking a Cog of a Foot, 


In their tails; 

Whilſt the * ſo willingly, 
He laies upon her back, 

And all the while he ſticks Ei, 
The ſtones cry c lack, Clack, Clact, 

And &c. 


The 
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The Ang Er SONG to the Tae, My Father 
| was born before me, Page 77 5 


O all the recreations Which 

7 attend on Human Nature. 

| There's none that is of ſo high a ock, | KI. 

| Or his of ſuch a ftature. -1: 

| As is the ſubtle Angler's life, 4 
In all mens Approbation; 
For Anglers tricks do daily mix, 

In every Corporation, 


Whilſt Eve and Adam liv'd in love, 283 * 
And had no cauſe of Janglings _ | 
The Devil did the Waters move, 
The Serpent went to Angling: 
He bates. his Hook with Godlike look, 
Thought he this will entangle her; 
By this all ye may plainly ſee, TL 
That the Devil was firſt an Angler. 


Phyſicians, Lawyers, and Divines, 
Are all moft neat entanglers 5 
And he that looks fine will in fine, 
That moſt of them are Anglers: + 
Whilſt grave Divines do fiſh for Souls, 
Phyſicians like Curmudgeons 3 «© 
They bait With Health, and fiſh for Wealth, 
And Lawycrs fiſh for Gudgoons. | 
Upon th Exchange twixt Twelve and Hos 
Meets many a neet entangier 3 1 
*"Momgft Merchant Men, there's not one in ten, 
But what is a cunning Angler : 44k 5 BA 
For like the Fiſhes in ihe brook, 1 5 
_ Brother doth ſwallow Brother; 
There's a Golden bait hangs at the Hook, 
And they fiſh for one another. 


146  Pillsto Purge Melancholy. 
A Shop-keper I next prefer, 
He's a formal man in Black Sir; 
He throws his Angle ev'ry where, 
And cry's what is't you lack Sir: 
Fine Silks, or Stuffs, Cravats, or Cuffs, 
| But if a Courtier prove th'entangler g 
My Citizen he muſt look to't then, 
Or the Fiſh will catch the Angler. 


But there's no ſuch Anglingas a Wench, 
Stark naked in the Water; . | 
She'll make you leave both Trout and Tench, 
And throw your ſelf in after: 
Your Hook and line ſhe will confine, 
Thus tangled is th'entangler ; 
And this I fear hath ſpoil'd the Gear, 
Of many a Jovial Angler. PT 


But if you'll Trowl for a Scriv*ner's Soul, 
Caſt in a Rich Young Gallant ; 75 
To take a Courtier by the Pole, 
Throw in a Golden Tallent: 
But yet I fear the draught will ne'er, 
Compound for half the charge an't g 
- But if you'll catch the Devil at fireatch, 
You muſt Bait him with a Serjant. 


Thus T have made my Anglers Trade, 
To ſtand above defiance z 
For like the Mathamatick Art, 
It runs through every Science: 
If with my Angling Song I can, 
To Mirth and Pleaſure ſeize you; 
Jil bait my Hook with Wit again, | 
And Angle ſtill to pleaſe you. . 
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Ak that is a Cleer er N 
Will not repine, Altho: uch. 
His Subſtance grow, So 85 low, 
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T nat he cannot drink Wine. * 
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Fortune is a laſs 


Will embrace 
And ſoon deftroy 3 
Free born, 
In libertine 
| We'll ever be, 
Singing vive . roy, 


Vertue is its own reward, Sir, 
And Fortune is a whore, 


There's none hut fools and knaves regard her, 


Or her power implore. 


He that is a truſty Roger 
And hath ſerv'd his King, 


Although he be a tatter'd Souldier, 


| Yet he will skip and Sing, 
 Whilft he that fights for love, 
May in the way of honour prove, 
And they that make ſport of us, 
May come ſhort of us: 
Fate will flatter them, 

And will ſcatter them, - 
Whilft the Royalty, 

Looks upon Loyalty, 

We that live peaceably, - 

- May be ſucceſsfully, _ 
Crown'd with a Crown at laſt. 


But a real honeft man 

May be utterly undone, 

To ſhow his allegiance, 

His love and obedience; 
But that wil raiſe him up, 
Virtue weighs him up, 
Honour ſtays him up, 

And we'll praiſe bim, 
Whilſt the fine Courtier dine, 
With his tull bowls of wine, 
Honour will make him faſt. 


Pillr to Purge Melancholy. 

Freely let's be then 
- Honeft men, 

| And kick at fate, 
| „ 

May live to ſee 

Our Loyalty 

| Valued at higher rate, 


He that bears a word or a ſword, 
_ *Gainſt the Throne | 
Or doth prophanely prate 
To wrong the State, 
Hath but little for his own.. 
Chorus. 


What though Plummers, Painters, and Playe 9 | | 


Be the proſperous men, 
Yet we'll attend our own affairs, 
When we come to't agen, 
Treachery may be fac'd with light, 
And Leachery lin'd with farr : 
A Cukold may be made a Knight, 
"Tis fortune de /a guerre; 
| Bu: what is that to us Boys! 
That now are honeft men? 
We'll conquer and come agen, 
Beat up the drum agen, 
Hey for Cavaliers, 
Joy for Cavaliers, 
Pray for Cavaliers 
Dub a dub dub; Have at old Belebub 1 . 
Olliver ſtink for fear. 
Fift-Monarchy muſt down, Bullies, 
And every Set in Town, 
Well rally and to't agen, 
Give 'em the rout agen, 
When they come agen, 
Charge em home agen, 
Face to the right about, tartar ar ar 4, 


This is the life of an honeft poor Swan er. 


Hz 
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Fortune is a laſs | : 


| 2 Will embrace 
And ſoon deftroy 3 


Free born, 


In libertine 
We'll ever be, 
Singing vive le roy, 


Vertue is its own reward, Sir, 


And Fortune is a whore, | | 
There's none hut fools and knaves regard her, 


Or her power implore. 


He that is a truſty Roger 


And hath ſerv'd his King, 


Although he be a tatter'd Souldier, 
Yet he will skip and Sing, | 


Whilft he that fights for love, 
May in the way of honour prove, 
And they that make ſport of us, 


May come ſhort of us: 


Fate will flatter them, 


And will ſcatter them, 


Whilft the Royalty, 


Looks upon Loyalty, 


We that live peaceably, 
May be ſucceſsfully, | 
Crown'd with a Crown at laſt. 


But a real honeſt man : 
May be utterly undone, 
To ſhow his allegiance, 


His love and obedience; 
But that will raiſe him up, 


Virtue weighs him up, 

Honour ftays him up, 
And we'll praiſe him . 

Whilſt the fine Courtier dine, 


With his tull bowls of wine, 


Honour will make him faſt. . 


— 


Nillr to Purge eh. 


Freely let's be then 
HFoneſt men, 
And kick at fate, 
: We 
May live to ſee 
Our Loyalty 
Valued at higher rate. 


| He that bears a word or a ſword, 
Gainſt the Throne 
Or doth prophanely prate 
To wrong the State, 
Hath but little for his own.. 
| Chorus. 


What though Plummers, Painters, and Playe 5, | 


Be the proſperous men, 
Yet we'll attend our own affairs, 
When we come to't agen, 
Treachery may be fac'd with light, 
And Leachery lin'd with furr: 
A Cukold may be made a Knight, 
'Tis fortune de /a guerre; 
Bu: what is that to us Boys! 
That now'are honeft men? 
We'll conquer and come agen, 
Beat up the drum agen, 
Hey for Cavaliers, 
Joy for Cavaliers, 
Pray for Cavaliers 
Dub a dub dub; Have at old Belzebub 3 
Oliver ſtink for fear. | 
Fift-Monarchy muſt down, Bullies, 
And every Sect in Town, 
We'll rally and to't agen, 
Give em the rout agen, 
When they come agen, 
Charge em home agen, 
Face to the right about, tartar ar ar 45 
This! is che life of an boneft poor Cavalier. 
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4 Parley, between two Weſt Countrymen on 4 147 
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| J Tell the Dick where J have been, 

I Where I the rareſt things have ſeen 
| O things beyond compare! 
Such ſights again cannot be found, 

In any place on Engliſh ground, 

be it at Wake or Fair. 


At Cbaring- Croſs, lard by the . 
Where we (thou know'ſt) do fell our hay; 
| There is a Houſe with ſtaires; 
| And there did I ſee coming down, 
duch Voulk as are not in our town; 
Vorty at leaſt in Pairs. 5 


Amongft the reſt one peſtilent fine, 

| (His beard no bigger though than thine) 

| Walkt on before the reſt; 

Our Landlord looks like nothing to him, 

| The King (God bleſs him) *twould undee him, 
Should he go ftill ſo dreſt. 


At courſe-a-Park without all doubt, „ 
He ſhould have firſt been taken out 3 „„ 
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Zy all the Maids i'th' Town ; 
Though luſty Roger there had been, 


Or little George upon the green, 
Or Vinſent of the Crown. 


But wot you what; the youth was going, 
To make an end of his own wooing, 
The Parſon for him ſtay'd; 
Yet by his leave ( for all his haſt) 
He did not ſo much wiſh all paft 
Per chance as did the Maid, 


The Maid (and thereby hangs a tale) 
For ſuch a Maid no Whitſon Ale, : 
Could ever yet produce: 
No grape that's kindly ripe could, be 
- 90 round, ſo plump, ſo ſoſt as ſhe, 
Nor half ſo full of juice. 


Her fingers was fo ſmall, the Ring 

Would not ſtay on which he did bring, 
| It was too wide a peck: 

And to ſay truth, (for out it muſt) 


It lookt like the great Coller (jak), 


About our young Colts neck. 


Her feet beneath her petticoat, 
Like little mice ſtole in and out, 
As if they fear the light: 
But Dick ſhe dances ſuch away, 
No Sun upon a Eafter day 
Is half ſo fine a ſights 


He would have kift her once or twice, 

But ſhe would not, ſhe was ſo nice, 
She would not do it in ſights 

And then ſhe look't as who would ſay, 

1 will do what I lift to day; 

os And you ſhall do't at Night. 
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Her cheeks ſo rare a white was on, 
No Dazy makes compariſon - 
(Who ſee's them is undone ;) 
For ftreaks of red were mingled there; 
Such as are on a Katherine Pear, 
The fide that's next the Sun. 


Her ! ;ps were red and one was thin 


l Comparf to that was next her Chin: 


(some Bee had ſtung it newly ;) 
But (Dick; her Eyes ſo guard her Face, 
I durit no more upon them gaze, 

1 hen on the Sun in Fuly. 


Her month ſo ſmall when ſhe does ſpeak, 
Thou'dſt ſwear her teeth her words did break, 
| That theySenight-paſſage get; 

Bat ſhe fo handled ſtill the matter, 
1 hey came as good as ours or better, 
And are not ſpent a whit. 


ing ſhould be any fin 
h himſelf had guilty been; 


{She lookt that day fo purely) 
And did the youth ſo oft the feat 
At night as ſome did in conceit, 
- It would have ſpoil'd him ſurely, 


pPaſſion, oh me! how 1 run on! 
Ihere's that that would be thought upon, 
| (I trow) beſide the bride : 6 
The buſineſs of the Citchin's great, | 
For it is fit that man ſhould eat; 
Nor was it there nen d. 


Juft in the nick the Cook knockt thrile, 
And all the waiters in a trice 

His ſymmons did obey, 
Each Serving man with diſh | in 98 , 


Marcht 
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March boldly up like our Train-band, 
Preſented and away. 


. Wen all the Meat was on the Table, 
What man of knife or teeth was able 
To ſtay to be intreated ;- 
And this the very reaſon was 
Before the Parſon could ſay grace, 
The company was ſeated, . 


| Now hats fly off, and youths caroufe 5 
Health firft go round, and then the Houſe 
The Brides came thick and thick ;, - 
And when 'twas nam'd anothers health, 
Perhaps he made it hers by ſtealth; 
(And who could help it Dick?) 


O' th ſudden up they riſe and dance; 
Then fit again, and ſigh and glance: 
I! ben dance again and kiſs: 
Thus ſev'ral ways the time did paſs, 
Whil'ſt every woman wiſht her place, 

And every man wiſht his. 


By this time all was ſtoln aſide, 
To counſel and undreſs the Bride; 
But that he muſt not know: 
But. *twas thought he gueſt her mind, 
And did not mean to ſtay behind, 
| Above an hour or ſo, 
When in he came (Dick) there ſhe lay 
Like new-fall ſnow melting away, 
8 {'Twas time I trow to part) 
Kiſſes were now the only ſtay, 
Which ſoon ſhe gave, who would fay _ 
7 God B'w'y | with all my heart. 
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But juſt as Heavens would have to croſs it, * 
In came the Bride-maids with the Poſſet, 


The Bridegroom eat in ſpight 5 
For had he left the women tot; 


It would have coſt two Hours to do't, 


which were too much that night. 


At length the Candle s out, and now 


All that they had not done they do; 


What that is, you can tell; 
But I believe it was no more, | $4 


Then thou and I have done before 


WA Bridget and with . 
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| of the Downfall f one 121 of the Mitre-Tevers in 
| 1 or the Sinking thereof into the Cel- 


bar. x Mr. Tho. Randolph. To the Tune 
a 


of My Father was born before, rage 57¹ 


1 3 Lament you Scholars all, 


Each wear his blackeſt gown, 


Fhe Mitre that held up your Wits, 
Is now. it ſelf faln down: 


The diſmal Fire on Z ondon- Biridge, 
Could move no heart of mine, 


For that but o're the water ſtood, 


But this ood 0 er the Wine. 


Tt needs muſt melt each Chriſtian heart, 
That this ſad News but h:ars ; 


Id: fee how the poor Hugſheads wept, 


Good Sack and Claret Tears, 
The Zealous ſtudents of that Place, 
Change of Religion frar, 

Left. this miſchance bi ing in, 


The hereſie of Beer. 
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Unhappy Mitre I would know, 

The cauſe of thy bad hapz _ 

Came it by making Legs too low, 

To Pembrool's Cardinal's Cap? 
Hence know thy ſelf and cringe no more, 
Since popery went down, 
The Cap ſhould veil to thee for now, 
The Mitre's next the Crown. 


Or was't becauſe our company, 
Did not frequent thy Cell; 
As we were want to drown thoſe cares, 
Thou fox't thy ſelf and fell ? 
No ſure the Devil was a Dry, 
And caus'd that fatal blow, 
*Twas he that made the Cellar fink, 
That he might drink below. 


And ſome do ſay the Devil did it, 
Cauſe he would drink up all; 

But I rather think the Pope was drun”, 
And let the Mitre fall, 5 
But Roſe now whither, Falcon mew, 
Whilſt Sam enjoys his wiſhes 3 | 
The Dolphin too muſt caft her Crown, 
Wine was not made for Fiſhes, 


That ſign a Tavern beſt becomes, 

That ſhews who loves Wine beſt; 

The Mitre's then the only ſign, 
For *tis the Scholars creſt, 


Then drink Sack Sam and cheer thy heart, 


Be not diſmay 'd at all; 
For we will drink it up again, 
Though our ſelves do catch a fall. 


We'll be thy workmen day and night, 
In ſpight of Bygbear Proftors; _ 
We drank like freſhman all b-fore, 

But nuw we'l.drink lik: Docters. 
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So NG, To the Tune of the Black- mit, || J 
4... PRE 2G, . 


| TR ſing you a Sonnet that ne'er was in Print, 
Tis truly and newly come out of the Mint, 

l tell you before hand you'll find notbing in't. 
On. not*17g I think, and on nothing J write, 
"Tis nothing 1 court yet nothing 1 flight, 

Nor care J a pin if 1 get noebing by't. 


_” 1+) 


Hire, Air, Earth and Water, Beafts, Birds, Fiſh, and men, 
Did ftart out of nothixg a Chaos, a Den; J 

| And all things ſhall turn into nothing again. 

Tis nothing ſome times that makes many things hit, ' 
As when fools amongft wiſe men do ſilent ly ſit, 
A fool that ſays norbing may paſs for a wit. 1 


What one man loves is another mans loathing, 

This blade loves a quick thing that loves a new thing, 
And both do in concluſion love nothing; 

| Your lad that makes love to a delicate ſmooth thing, 

| And thinking with fighs to gain her and ſoothing, 

4 Frequently makes ſuch ado about nothing. | | 


7 | * 

At laſt when his Patience and Purſe is decay'd, 

| He may to the Bed of a Whore be betray'd,  _ 
But ſhe that hath T7othing muſt needs be a maid. | 

Pour ſlaſhing, and claſhing, and flaſhing of wit, | 

Doth ſtart out of nothing but fancy and fit, 

"Tis little or nothing to what has bzen writ. 


When firft by the Ears we together did fan, 

| Then ſomething got nothing and nothing got all; 

|| From nothing it came and to nothing it ſhall, 
That party that ſeal'd to a Cov'nant in haſt, LT 
Who made our three Kingdom, & Churches lic waſte, 
Their project and all came to nothing at laſt, = 


They 


RR. | 
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They raiſed an Army of Horſe and of foot, 

To tumble down Monarchy, branches and root, 
They thunder'd and plunder'd, but nothing would do't, 
The Organ, the Alter and Minifters cloathing, 

In Presbyter Fack begot ſuch a loathihg, 
That he muſt needs raiſe a petty. new nothing. 


And when he had wrap'd us in ſanctifi'd cloathing, 
Perjur'd the people by faithing and troathing, 
At laſt he was catcht and all came to nothing, 
In ſeveral Factions we quarrel and braw], 
Diſpute and contend, and to fighting we fall, | 
I' I lay all to nothing, that nothing wins all. 1 


When war, and rebeliion, and plundering grows, 4 
The mendicant man is the freeſt from foes 14 
For he is moſt happy hath zotbirg to loſe. 
Brave Caſar and. Pompey, and great Alexander, 'Þ 
_ Whom Armies did follow as Gooſe follow Gander, oo 
Nothing can ſay to an action of ſlander. 1 


The wiſeſt great Prince, were he ne ver ſo ſtout, * 
Though he conquzr'd the world & gave mankind the rout, '} 
Did bring nothing in, nor ſh4ll bear nothing out, 
KF Oi Nol that arofe to High-thing from low-thing, 
By Brewin Rebellion, r.icking and frothing, 
In ſeven years ſpace was both all things and nothing. 


49 
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Dick (Olivers heir) that pitiful flow thing, 1 
Who once wis inveſted with Purple Cloathing; 1 
Stands for a Cypher and that ſtands for nothing; 
If King-killers bold are excluded from bliſs, 
Old Braiſhew (chat feels the reward on't by this) 
. Had better been nothing than now what he is, 


Blind Colonel Er ſen that lately did crawl, 
To lofty degr-e from 3 low Coblers ſtall, 
Did bring ali to rig When Awl came to Awl. 


ON 
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Your Gallant that rants it in declicate Cloathing, 


Though lately he was but a pitiful low thing, 
Pays Landlord, Draper, and Taylor with Nothing. 


The nimble tongu'd Lawyer that pleads for bis pay, 
When Death doth arreſt him and bear him away, 
At the General Barr will! have nothing to ſay. 

Whores that in ſilk were by Gallants embrac'd, 

By a rabble of Prenticks lately were chas'd, 

Thus Courting and ſporting comes to nothing at laſt, 


If any man tax me with weakneſs of Wit, 
And ſay that on nothing, I notbing have writ; 

I ſhall anſwer, Ex nibillo nibil fir, 85 
Vet let bis diſcretion be never ſo tall, 
This very word nothing ſhall give it a fall, 
For writing of nothing I comprehend all. 


Let every man give the Poet his due, 
Cauſe then twas with him as now it's with you, 
He ftudy'd it when he had nothing to do. 
This very word nothing if took the right way, 
May prove advantageous for what would you ſay, 
If the Vintner ſhould cry there's nothing to pay. 


n 2 


—— —ͤe. 
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Come men they do delight in Hounds, 
And ſome in Hawks take pleaſure. 
Others joy in war and wounds, 


And there by gain great Treaſurey 


Some they do love on ſea to ſail, 


Others re joyce in Riding; 
Zut all their judgments do them fail, 
There's no ſuch joy as Chiding. 


When ſoon as Day J open mine eyes, 
To entertain the Morning z * 
Before my Husband he can riſe, 
1 Chine and proudly fcorn him : 
When at the board I take my place; 
What ever be the Feaſting 


I firſt do Cbide and then ſay Grace, 


If ſo diſpos d to taſting. 


Too Fat, too Lean, too Hot too Cold, 


I ever am complaining z FE 
Too raw, too Roft, to Young, too Old; 
I always am diſdainning : 
Let it be Fowl, or Fleſh, or Fiſh, 
Tho' I am my own Taſter; 


Yet I'll find fault with Meat or Diſh, 


With Maid or with the Maſter, 


But when to Bed T go at Night, 
| ſurely fall a weeping; 

For then ] leave my great deligbt, 
How. can I Chide when Sleeping ; 


Yet this my Grict doth mitigate, 


And muft aſwage my ſorrow; 
Although to Ni. ht it be to late, 
111 Early Chile to morrow. 
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Y Maſters and Friends, who ever intends, = 
To trouble this Room with Diſcourle 3 | 
You that ſit by are as guilty as J, | 1 
Be your talk the better or worſe : 
No leaſt you ſhould prate of matters of ſtate, 
Or any thing elſe that might hurt us; ; 
We rather will drink off our cups to the brink, 
And then we ſhall ſpeak to the purpole, 
Suppoſe you (peak clean from the matter you mean, 
That's not a pin here or there; e 
Yet take this advice, be both merry and wiſe, ' 
Ye know not what Creatures be near: 
Or ſuppoſe that ſome. ſot, ſhould. lurk in this pot, 
To ſcatter out words tha: m ight huct us; 


To free that ſam2 doubt, we'll ſee all the pot out, 
And then we ſhall ſpeak to the pur poſe. 


— — 
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If any man be in bodily fear, 


Of a Wolf, a Wife or a Tweak ; = 
Here's Armour of proof ſhall keep her a- loof, 
Here's Liquor will make a man ſpeak : 


Or if any enter to challenge his Friend, 


Or rail at a Lord that might hurt us, | 
Let him drink once or twice of this Helicon juice, 
And then he ſhall ſpeak to the Purpoſe. - 


He that rails at the times, in profe or in rimes, 
Doth bark like Dog at the Moon; | 
Sings Prophecies ftrange, and threatens ſome change, 
And hangs them upon the Queen Tomb: 
He is but a Rayler or Prophecying Taylor, 
To ſcatter out words that might hurt us, 
Let's talk of no matches, but drink and Sing Catches, 
And then we ſhall ſpeak to the purpoſe. 


| Tt is a mad zeal fora man to reveal, _ 


His ſecret thoughts when he bowſes: ? 
He is but a Widgeon that talk of Religion, 
In Taverns or in tipling houſes: 
It is not for us ſuch things to diſcourſe, 
Let's talk 61 nothing than might hurt us; 
But let's begin a new health to our King, 
And then we ſhall ſpeak to the purpoſe. 


A-midft of our Bliſs *twill not be a miſs, 
To talk of our going home late 


If Conftable Kite or a Piſ-pot an night, 


Should chance to be ſpilt on our pate: 
It were all in vain to rage or complain, 
„Or ſcatter out words that might hurt us. 

.T were better to trudge home to honeſt kind Fon, 

And then we ſhall ſpeak to the purpoſe, 
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Old Simon the King. The 
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1 
N a humour I was lat e, if: 
As many good fellows be; 
To think of no matters of State, T 
But ſeek for good Company; ; 
That beft contented me, 14 
I travel'd up and down; bt 
No Company | could find 5 | FR 
Till I came to the fight of the Crown: 
My Hofteſs was ſick of the Mumps, BU 
The Maid was ill at eaſe, 5 | 
The Tapſter was drunk in his Dumps z N 
They were all of one diſeaſe, . 
____ Says Old Simon the King. 
_ Conſidering in my mind. I 
And thus I began to think; | 
If a Man be full to the Throat, | Id 
And cannot take off his drink, | 
And if his drink will not down, | E 
He may hang himſelf for ſhame ; 
i do may the Tapfter at the Crown, / 
'B Whereupon this reaſon I frame; 
ik Drink will make a Man Drunk, | \ 
And Drunk will make a Man dry 3 % 
Dry will make a Man fick, 1 e 


And ſick will make a Man Die, 
Says Old Simon the King. 


If a Man ſhould be drunk to night, | 
And laid in his grave to morrow 3 „„ / 


3 
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Will you or any man ſay, _ 

That he died of Care or Sorrow ? 
Then hang up ſorrow and cate, 

'Tis able to kill a Cat, 

And he that will drink all night, 
Is never afraid of that! 8 
For drinking will make a man Quaff, 
Quaffing will make a man Sing; 

singing will make a man Laugh, 
And laughing long life doth bring, 
Says Old Simon the King. 


If a puritan Skinker cry, 
Dear Brother it is'a Sin, 

To drink unleſs you be dry, | 
Then ftrajt this Tale I begin, 


IA puritan left his Cann, 


And took him to his Jugg, 
And their he play'd the man, 
As long as he could tugg: 
But when that he was ſpy'd 
What did he ſwear or rail; 
No, no truly, dear Brother he cryd, 
Indeed all fleſh is frail, Webs 
Says Old Sim? the King: 


' 


So Fellows if you'll be drunk, 
Of frailty it is a ſin, 


Or for to keep a punk, 


Or play at In and In; 
For Drink and Dice and Drabs, 
Are all of one condition, 
And will breed want and Scabs, 
In ſpite of the Phyſician ; 
Who ſo fears every Graſs, 
Muſt never piſs in a Meadow, 
And he that loves a pot and a Laſs, 
Muſt never cry oh ! my head oh! 
f Says Old Simon the King. 
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The Gelding of the Devil by Dick the Boker ＋ fl 


Mansfield Town. 
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Ne lien a while and 1 will you tell, ap. 
Of the Gelding of the Devil of Hell z 4 
And Dick the Baker of Mansfield Town, | | 
| To Mancheſter market he was bound, 3 


And under a Grove. of Willows clear, 
This Baker rid on with a merry chear : 

Beneath the W illows there was a Hill, 
And there he met the Devil of Hell. 
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Baker, quoth the Devil, tell me that, 
ngo came thy Horſe ſo fair and fat? 

In troth, quoth the Baker, and by my fay, 

Becauſe his tones were cut away, 

For he that will have a Gelding free, 

Wl Both fair and luſty he muft be: 

Ion! quoth the Devil, and ſaiſt thou ſo, 

—# Thou ſhalt geld me before thou do'ſt go. 


00, tie thy Horſe unto a tree, 
— And with thy knife come and geld me. 
The Baker had a knife of Iron and Steel, 
With which he gelded the Devil of Hell. 
It was ſharp pointed for the nonce, _ 
Fit for to cut any manner of ſtones , 
The Baker being lighted from his Horſe, 
a Cut the Devil's ſtones from his Arſe. 


oh! quoth the Devil beſhrow thy heart, 

Thou doft not feel how I do ſmart; 
For gelding of me thou art not quit 
For I mean to geld thee this ſame day ſevenight. 
The Baker hearing the words he ſaid, 

Within his heart was ſore afraid, 

He hied him to the next market Town, 

To ſell his bread both white and brown. 


And when the market was done that Day, 
The Baker went home another way, 
Unto his wife he then did tell, 
How he had gelded the Devil of Hell : 

Nay, a wondrous word I hard him ſay, 
He would geld me next market day; 

Therefore, wife, I ftand in doubt, >; 
Pd rather, quoth ſhe thy Knaves Eyes were out. 


I'd rather thou ſhould break thy Neck. bone, 
Then for to loſe any manner of ftone, 
For why 'twill be a loathſome thing 
When every Woman ſhall call thee Gelding; RY 
1 2 7 "hus 
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And out ſhe thruſt a moſt horrible tart. 
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Thus they continu'd both in fear, 
Until the next Market day drew near; 
Well quoth the good Wife, well I wot, 


Go fetch me thy Deublet and thy Coat. | 
Thy Hoſe, thy Shoon god Cap alſo, 
t 


And I like a man to the Market will go; 
Then up ſhe got her all in haſt, 
With all her bread upon her beaſt: 


And when ſhe came to the hill ſide, 


There ſhe ſaw two devils abide, 
A little Devil and another, Y 
Lay playing under the hill fide together. 


Oh quoth the Devil without any fain, 


Yonder comes the Baker again; 
Beeſt thou well Baker or beeft thou woe, 


1 mean to geld thee before thou doſt go, 
| Theſe were the words the Woman did ſay, 
_ Good Sir I was gelded but Veſterday; 


Oh!] quoth the Devil that 1 will ſee, 
And he pluckt her cloaths above her knee, 


And looking upwards from the ground, 
There he ſpyed a grevions wound : 

Oh! ( quoth the devil) what might he be? 
For he was not cunning that gelded thee, 
For when he had cut away the ſtones clean, 


He ſhould have ſowed up the hole again 
He called the little Devil to him anon, 
And bid him look to that ſame man. 


Whilſt he went into ſome private place, 
To fetch ſome ſalve in a little ſpace 


The great Devil was gone but a little way, 


But upon her belly there crept a flea: 
The little Devil he ſoon eſpy'd that, 
He up with his paw and gave her a pat: 
With that the woman began to ftart, 
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Whoop? 
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Whoop ! whoop ! quoth the little Devil, come again I pray, 
For here's another hole broke by my fay ; POW 4 
The great Devil he came running in haft, 
Wherein his heart was ſore aghaſt: 
Fough quoth the Devil thou art not ſound, 
Thou ſtinkeſt ſo ſore above the ground; 
Thy life days ſure cannot be logg 
Thy breath it fumes ſo wond' rous ftrong. 


The hole is cut ſo near the Bone, 
There is no ſalve can ftick thereon yg 
And therefore Baker I ftand in doubt, 
That all thy Bowels will fall out: 
Therefore Baker hie thee away, 
And in this place no longer ftay. x, i 


A SONG, Sung in the laft Revived Comedy calbd 
(The Virtuous Wife) Acted at the Theatre Roy- 
g 2 Tbe Words by Mr. D'Utfey : Sett by Mr. Tos 
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TI Sages of old, 
In Prophecy told z 


The cauſe of a Nations undoing: 
But the true Eng li breed, 
| No Prophets do need, 
For each man here ſeeks his own ruin. 


— By grumbling and Jars, 
We promote civil Warsz 
And Preach up falſe Tenets to mau, ©” 


We ſnarl, and we bite, 
We rail, and we fight 
For Religion, yet no man has any. 


Then him let's commend, 
That's true to his Friend | 
| And a Miſs that can Wittily prattle ; _ 
| | That delights not in Blood, 
| 1 But draws when he ſhou'd : 
I And bravely ne'er ſhrinks from a Battle; 
That rails not at Kings, 

| Nor at Politick things; 
\ 1 Nor Treaſon does ſ peak when he's mellow, | 
1 But takes a full Glaſs, 
1 To his Mafter's ſucceſe, 
1 This, this is the hogeft brave Fellow. 


1 


\ 


To 


7 à Friend who deſired no more than to admire the 


Ihe god of it would not be Blind g 
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Mind, and the Beauty of Sylvia. 


12 Sylvia's Eyes a flame could raiſe, 
More fit for Wonder then for Praile ; 
And though her Wit were clear and high, 
That 'twere reſiſtleſs as her Eye: 
Let without Love ſhe till ſhall find, 
I'm deaf to one, to th'other blind. 
ar | | 
Thoſe Fools that think Beauty can prove, 
A cauſe ſufficient for their Love; 
1 wiſh they never may have more, 
To try how Looks can cure their ſore: 
_ *Tis ſuch the ſex ſo high have ſet, 
They take it not for Gift but Debt - 


If Love were unto ſight confin'd, 


Nor would the Pleaſure of it be, 
Y eften in obſcurity, | 
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No, to know Joys each ſenſe hath right, 
Equal at leaſt to that of ſight, 


The gods who knew the nobleſt part, 
In love ſought not the mind but heart; 
And when hurt by the winged boy, 
- What they admir'd they did enjoy: 
"Knowing a kindneſs Love could prove, 
- The hope, reward, and cure of Love. 


I'll rather my affections keep, 
For Nymphs only enjoy'd in ſleep 
Than caft away an hour of care, 
On any cauſe ſhe's only fair: LD 
Nay ſleep more pleaſing dreams do move, 
Than are your waking ones of Love. 


The frenſie's lefs Love to endure, 
Then after to decline the cure 
Yet you do both, aiming no higher, 
Than for to ſee and to admire; 
An Idol you'll not only frame, 
But you will too adore the fame. 


Had there in Sylvia nothing ſhin'd. 
But the unſeen charms of her mind 
You would have had the like eſteem, 
For her that I have ftill for them: 
If fleſh and blood your flame inſpire, 
Than make thoſe only your deſire. 


And friend that you may clearly prove, 
Tis not her mind alone you loves 
Let her *twixt us her ſelf impart, 
Give you her mind, and me her heart: 
As little cauſe then you will find, - 
As Ido now to love her Mind. 
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Czlia's Complaint. 5 
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A quick bewitching Eye ſhe had; 
Moft neatly look'd her braided Hair, 
Her dainty Cheek would make you mad; 
Upon her Lips did all the Graces play. 
And on her Breaſt ten Thouſand (Thouſand) Cupids lay. 


Then many a doting Lover came, 
From Seventeen to Twenty one; 
Each told her of his mighty fame, 
But ſhe. forſooth affected none 79 0 
One was not Handſom, th' other wag not Fine; 
This of Tabaco ſmelt, and that of Wine. 


But t' other day it was my fate, 
To walk along that way alone; 
I ſaw no Coach before her gate, 
But at her door I þ.ard her mone; 
She dropt a Tear and ſighing ſeem'd to ſay, 
n Young Ladies, Marry, Pry while you May, 
'E 7 od 
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| Hloris now thou art fled away, 
= Amyntor's ſheep are gone aſtray; 
And all the joy he took to ſee, 
His pretty Lambs run after thee, 
Is gon, 's gon, and he alone, 
Sings nothing now but welladay (welladay.) 


lis Oaten pipe that in thy praiſe, 
Was wont to play ſuch rundelays: 
| Is thrown away, and not a Swain, 
| Dares pipe, or ſing, within his plain; 
| 'Tis death for any one to ſay, 

One word to him, but welladay. 


| The May- pole where thy little one 
o roundly did in meaſures meet, 
Is broken down, and no content, 
Comes near Amyntor ſince you went: 
All that I ever head him lay, 
Was Chloris, Chloris, wWelladay. Up: 
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He ever ſince hath laid his head; 
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Upon thoſe Banks you us'd to tread, 


And whiſper'd there fuch pining woe; 
As not a blade of Graſs will grow. 
O Chloris | Chloris } come away, 
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4 Lady to a a young | Cumtie, \ 
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Ove hk ! 65 Sooth Not I, 
I've ſomewhat elſe to do; 
las / you muft go Learn to talk, 


Before you Learn to woo: 
Nay fie, ſtand off, go too, go too. 


Becauſe you're in the faſhion, 

And newly come to Court; 

D ye think your Cloaths ore Orators, 
Tinvite us to the ſport ? 

8 ! ha? who will not rer thee fort? 


TY 
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Go practiſe how to jeer, 
And think each word a Jeſt, 
That's the Court Wit : Alas! you re out 
To think when finely dreſt, 


on pleaſe me or the Ladies beſts 


And why ſo confident ! 


Becauſe that lately we 


Have brought another lofty word, 
Unto our pedegree ? 
Your infide ſeems the worſe to me, 


Mark how Sir 1Wbhacham ſools 3 
I marry there's a Wit, 
Who cares not what he ſays or luears, 


So Ladies laugh at it; 


Who can 2 ſuch blades abit? 
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H you e' er ſeen the Morning Sun, 
From Fair Aurora's boſom run; 
Or have you ſeen on Fora's Bed, 

The eſſences of White and Red: 
Then you may boaſt, for you have ſeen, 
My Fairer Chlorzs, Beauties Queen, 


Have you cer pleas'd your ſkilful ears, 
With the ſweet Muſic of the ſpheres ? 
Have you not heard the Syrens Sing, 
Or Orpheus play to Hells black King? 
If ſo, be happy and rejoyce, 1 
For thou haſt heard my Chloris voice. 


Have you eer ſmelt what Chymic skill, 
From Roſe or Amber doth diftill ? 

Have you been near that ſacrafice, 

The Phenix makes before ſhe dies ? 

Then you can tell ( I do preſume ) 

My Cbloris is the Worlds perfume, 


Have you &er taſted what the Bee, | 

Steals from each fragrant Flower or Tre. 
Or did you ever taſte that meet, 
Which Poets ſay the Gods did eat? 

O then J will no longer doubt, 

But you have found my Choris out. 
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Amyntor*s Dream. 
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A fad Amyntor in a Meadow 5 ” 
Slumbring upon a Bed of new-made Hay 5 
A Dream, a fatal dream unlock'd his eyes, 
Whereat he 'wakes, and thus Amyntor cry's: 
Chlorts where art thou Chioris? Oh! ſhe's fled, 
And left Amyntor to a loathed Ded. 


Hark | how the Winds conſ pire with ſtorm and rain, 
To ſtop her Courle and beat her back again: 

Hark ! how the Heavens chide her in her way, 
For robbing poor Amyntor of his joy; 

And yet ſhe comes not, Chloris, O ſhe's fled, 

And left Amyntor toa loathed Bed. 


Come 
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Come, Chloris, come, ſee where Amyntor lies, 
Juſt as you left him but with ſadder eyes; 5 


Bring back that heart which thou haſt ſtolen from me, 


That Lovers may record thy conſtancy : 
O ! no, ſhe will not, Cloris O! ſhe's fled, 
And left Amyntor, &c. 


Ol lend me (Love) thy wings that 1 may fy; 
Into her Boſom, take my leave and die: 
What comfort have I now i'th' World ſince ſhe, 
That was my World of joy is gone from me: 
My Love, my Cbloris 2 Chjoris, O! ſhe's fled, 
And left Amyntor, &c, 


Awake Amyntor from this Dream for ſhe, 
Hath too much goodneſs to be falſe to thee ; 


Think on her Oaths, her Vows, her Sighs, her Tears, 


And thoſe will quickly ſatisfie thy Fears: 
No, no Amyntor Chlors is not fled, 
But will return unto thy longing Bed. 
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Ca was the Ev'ning and clear the Sky, | 
And the ſweet budding Flowers did ſpring 3 
When all alone went Amyntor and I, 2 

To hear the ſweet Nightingale ſing ; 

I fate and he laid him down by me, 
Hd ſcarcely his breath he could draw; 
But when with a-fear he began to come near, | 

He was daſh'd with a Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, 
ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. | 


He bluſh'd to himſelf, and laid ſtill for a while, 
His modefty curb'd his deſire; 
But ftraight I convinc'd all his fears with a ſmile, 
And added new flames to his fire : 
Ah, Sylvia! aid he you are cruel, 
To 'keep your poor Lover in awe 3 . 
Then once more he preſt with his hand to my breaſt, 
Baut was dan d with a Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, Ge. 


I knew *twas his Paſſion that cauſed his fear, 


And therefore I pitty'd his caſe 
I whiſper'd him ſoftly, there's no body near, 
And laid my Cheek clole to his Face: 
But as we grew bolder and bolder, 
A ſhepherd came by us and ſaw 
And ftraight as our bliſs began with a kiss, 


He laugh'd out with a Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, Ce, 
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Tau all our lives long we're frolick and gay, 
And inftead of Court Revels we merrily play, 
At Trap and Kettles, at Barly-break run, 
At Goff and Stool. ball, and when we have done 
Theſe innocent ſports, we laugh and lie down, 
And to each pretty Laſs we give a * gown, 


We teach our little Dogs to fetch and to carry, 

The Patridge, Hare, the Pheaſant our QuNry z. 

The nimble Squirrels with cudgel we chaſe, 

And the little pretry Lark betray wird a glaſs; 
And when we have 2 KC. 


About the May-pole we dance all around, 
And with Garlands of Pinks and Roſes are crown'd = 


Our 
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Our little kind Tribute we merrily pay, 


To the gay Lad, and Bright Lady 0'th May, 
And when we have done, &c. 


With our delicate Nymphs we Kiſs and we Toy, 
What others but Dream of we daily enjoy; 

With our Sweet- hearts we Dally ſo long tilt we find, 
Their pretty Eyes ſay their Hearts are grown kind, 
And when we have done we Laugh and lye down, 

And teach berg Laſs we give 4 han Gown, 
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VA ever I am, or what ever Ido, 
My Phillis is till in my Mind; 
When angry I mean not to Phillis to go, 

My feet of themſelves the way find: 
Unknown to my ſelf, I am juſt at her door, - 
And when I would Rail I can bring out no more 3 

Than Pbillis too Fair and unkind, TT 

Than Pbillis too Fair and unkind, 


When Phillis I ſee my heart burns in my breaft, 
And the Love I would ftifle is ſhown ; 
But aſleep or awake, I am neveratreſt, 
When fcom mine Eyes Phillis is gon : 8 
Sometimes a ſweet Dream doth deſude my ſad mind, 
But alaſs ! when I wake and no Pbillis 1 find; 4 
Then I ſigh to my (elf all alone! 
Then I ſigh to my (elf all alone! 


Should a King be my Rival in her J adore, "+ In 
He ſhould offer his Treaſure in vainz a 
O let me alone to be happy and poor, 
And give me my Phillis again 
Let Phillis be mind, and ever be kind, 
I could to a deſart with her be confin'd $: 
And envy no Monarch his Reign, 
And envy no Monarch his Reign. 


Alas! I diſcover too much of-my Love, 
And ſhe too well knows her own power; 
She makes me each day a new Martyrdom Prove, 
And makes me grow jealous each hour. 
' But let her each minute torment my poor Mind, 
I had rather Love Phillis both falſe and unkind, 
Than ever be freed from her power: 5 
Thaa ever be freed from her Power. 
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13 He unha ppy a Lover am J, | 
| Whilſt 1 oh for my Phibis in vain; 

A my hopes of delight are another Man's 1 
Who is happy whilſt Iam in pain; 

Since her honour affords no relief, 

But to pity the pains which you bear ; 

"Tis the beſt of your fate, in a hopelels eſtate, 
To give oer, and betimes to deſpair. 


T have try'd the falſe Medicine in vain * 


Let I wiſh what I hope not to win: 


From without my deſire has no food to its fire; 
But it burns and conſumes me within, 
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Vet at leaſt, tis a comfort to know, 
That you are not unhapp alone: TOTS 
For the Nymph you adore is as wretched or more, 
And accounts all your ſuff rings her ou. 
O vou Pow'rs ? let me ſuffer for both, 

At the feet of my Pbillis I'll lie: 1 2 I 
I' ' refign up my breath, and take pleaſure in death; 
To be pie d by herwhan die. 

What her honour deny'd you in lif̃. 
In her death ſhe will give to her Lore: 1 
Such a flame as is true, after fate will renew; 
When the Souls do meet cloſer aboye, 
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S I walk'd in the Woods one Ev'ting of late; 
A Laſs was deploring her hapleſs Eſtate ; 
In a Languiſhing poſture, poor Maid, ſhe appears, 
All ſwell' d with her ſighs, and blubbr'd with her Tears: 
She Cry'd and ſhe fob'd, and T found it was all, 
For a little of that which Harry gave Dol. ö 


At laſt ſhe broke out, Wretched, ſhe ſaid, ,. 
Win not Youth come ſuccour a languiſhing Maid 7 
With what he with eaſe and with pleafure may give, 
Without which alaſs, poor I, cannot live ! 

Shall I never leave ſighing, and crying and call, 
„„ TTT ˙Üi 


At firſt when I ſaw a young Man in the place: 

My colour would fade and then fluſh in my face g 
My breath would grow ſhort, and 1 ſhiver'd all oer, 
My breaſt never popp'd up and down ſo before: 
I carce knew for what, but now I find it was all, 
Fora little of that, Oc. . 


D Eneath a Mirtle ſhade, | 3 
I Which Love for none but Lovers made; 
I ſlept, and ſtreight my Love before me brought, 
Phillis the ob ject of my waking thought: 
Undreſt ſhe came my ſlames to meet, 
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Whiltt Love nrew a nowers eee 110 85 
So preſt by her became, (became) more Sweet. 


From the Bright Viſions head, | 

A carelefs Veil of Lawn was looſly ſpread g 
From her White Temples fell her ſhaded Hair, 
Like cloudy Sun-ſhine, not too Brown or Fair: 
Her Hands her Lips did Love inſpire, - 

Her very Grace my Heart did Fire . 
But moſt her Eyes, which Languiſh'd with Deſire, 


Ah! charming Fair, ſaid I, 

How long can you my Bliſs and yours deny? 
By Nature and by Love, this lovely ſhade, 
Was for revenge of ſuffering Lovers made; 
Silence and ſhades with Love agree, 
Both ſhelter you and favour me: 


You cannot Bluſh becauſe I cannot ſee, 
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No, let me die, ſhe ſaid, 


Rather than loſe the ſpotleſs name of Maid 


Then die ſaid I, ſhe ſtill deny'd, 


And is it thus, thus, thus, ſhe cry'd ; 


Faintly ſhe ſpoke me- thought for all the while, 
She bid me not believe her with a ſmile. 


You uſe a harmleſs Maid! and ſo ſhe dy'd. 


TI wak't and ſtraight I knew, 1 
I Lov'd ſo well, it made my dreams prove true: 
Fancy the kinder Miftriſs of the two, 

Fency had done what Phillis would not do, 

Ah, cruel Nymph ceaſe your diſdain, 


While I can dream you ſcorn in vain, 
Aſleep, or waking you muſt eaſe my pain. 
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Mittin the poor town has been troubled too long, 
With Phillis and Cloris iu every Song; 
By fools who at once can both Love and Deſpair, 
And will never leave calling them cruel and Fair: 
Which faftly provokes me in Rhime to exprels, 
The truth that I know of my bonny black Beſs, 


This Beſs of my heart, this Beſi of my ſoul, | 

Has a ſkin white as Milk, but hair black as a Coal 3 © 
She's plump, yet with eaſe you may ſpan round her Waſt, 
But her round ſwelling Thighs can ſcarſe be embrac'd ; 

Her belly is ſoft, nota word of the reft, _ 

But I know what J mean, when I drink to the beſt. 


The Plowman and Squire, the erranter Clown, 
At home ſhe ſubdu'd in her Paragon gown 
But now ſhe adorns the boxes and pit, oO, 
And the proudeſt Town gallants are“ forced to ſubmit 5 
All hearts fall a leaping where-ever ſhe comes, 
And beat day and nigh, like my Lord Drums. 


But to thoſe who have had my dear Beſs in their Arms, 
| fhe's gentle and knows how to ſoften her charms z 3 
And to every Beauty can add a new grace, = 
Having learn'd how to Liſp, and Trip in her Pace: 
And with head on one fide, and a Languiſhing Eye, 
To kill us with Looking as if ſhe would die, 
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1 0 The time that ie daft 

i When ſhe held me ſo faft S 
And declar'd that her Honour no longer could alt; | 
When no Light but her Languiſhing Eyes did appear, 
To prevent all excuſes of Bluſhes and Fear. 


When ſhe ſigh'd and unlac d, 

With ſuch Trembling and haft; 

As If he had long d to be cloſer imbrac'd, | 
My Lips the ſweet pleaſure of K. ſſes enjoy d: | 
While my Mind was in ſearch of hid Treaſure im pie 8 


My heart ſet on fire, 

With the flames of deſire 3 

1 boldly purſu d what ſhe ſeem d to require, 

But ſhe cry d for pitty-ſake, change your ill Mind; 
N * be Civil, or IIl be kind. | 


| Dear Amyntas ſhe cry's, 
Then cafts down her eyes; 


And in Kiſſes ſhe gives what in Words ſhe deny $3 


Too ſure of my Conqueſt, I purpoſe to ſtay, 
Till her free Conſent had more ſ weetned the preye 
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Zut too late I begun, 
For her paſſion was done; 
Now Amyntas, ſhe crys, I will never be won : 
' Your tears and your courtſhip no pity can move; 
For you've ſlighted the critical minute of Loye- 
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Dieu to the pleaſures and follies of Love, 7 
For a Paſſion more noble my fancy does move; 
My ſhepherd is dead, and I live to prochim, | 
In ſorrowful notes my Amintas his name: | 

The wood-Nymphs reply when they hear me complains 
Thou never ſhalt ſee thy Amintas again; 

For Death has befriended him, 
Fate has defended him: 
None, none alive is ſo happy a ſwain. 


Vou ſhepherds and Nymphs, that have danc'd to his lays, 

Come help me to ſing fourth Aminta's his praiſe; 

No Swain for the Garland durſt with him diſpute, 

So ſweet were his Notes while he ſang to his Lute : 

Then come to his Grave and your kindneſs purſue, 

To weave him a Garland of Cypreſs and Yew [ 
For Life hath forſaken him, 

Death hath o'ertaken him : 
No Swain again will be ever ſo true. 


Then leave me alone to my wretched eſtate, 5 I 

I loſt him too ſoon and I lov'd him too late; 

You Ecchoes and Fountains my witneſſes prove, 

How deeply I ſigh for the loſs of my Love: a 

And now of our Pan, whom we chiefly adore, : 

This favour J never will ceaſe to implore; 1 
That now I may go above, | 384 

And there enjoy my Love; EE 

Then, then I never will part with him more. 
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Et us Drintear and be merry, Dance, Joke, and Rejoyc e, 


With Claret and Sherry, Theorbo and Vo c?; Th 
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The changeable world to our joy is unjuft, 
All treaſures uncertain then down with your duſt y 
In frolicks diſpoſe your Pounds Shillings and'Pence; 
For we ſhall be nothing a hundred years hence: 


We'll Kiſs and be free with Moll, Betty, and Nel, 

Have Oyfters and Lobſters and Maids by the belly; 

Fiſh Dinners will make a Laſs Spring like a flea, 

Dame Venus ( Love's Goddeſs ) was born of the Sea: 
With Bacchus and with her we'll tickle the ſenſe, 
For we ſhall be paſt it a hundred years hence, 


Your moft Beautiful Bit, that hath all Eyes upon her, 


That none but the Stars are thought fit to attend her ; 
Though now She be Pleaſant and ſweet to the ſenſe, 
Will be damnable Mouldy a Hundred years hence. 


The Uſerer that in the Hundred takes Twenty, 

Who wants in his Wealth, and pines in tis plenty 
Lays up for a Seaſon which he ſhall ne'cr ſee, . 
The year of one Thouſand eight Hundred and three: 

His Wit and his Wealth, bis Learning and ſenſe, 
Shall be turned to nothing a Hundred years hence. 


Your Chancery Lawyer, who by ſubtilty thrives, 
In ſpinning out Suits to the length of three Lives; 
Such Suits which the Clients do wear out in flayery, 


May boaſt of Subtilty in th' Preſent Tence, 
But Non eff inventus a Hundred years hence, 


Then why ſhould we Turmoil in Cares and in Fears, 
Turn all our Tranquility to Sighs and Tears ; 
Let's Eat Drink and Play, 'till ghe Worms do corrupt us, 
"Tis certain that poſt mortem nulla Voluptas, | | 
Let's deal with our Damſels that we may from thence, 
Have Broodsto ſucceed us a Hundred years hence. 


That her Honeſty ſels for a Hogo of Honourz (dor, 
Whoſe Lightneſs and Brightneſs doth ſhine in ſuch ſplen- 


Whilft pleader makes Conſcience a Cloak for his Knavery: 
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f 1 * 8 Lak and let's . Langb, 
Let's Dance and let's ſing, 


While ſhrill Ecchoes ring; 
Our Wiſhes agree, 


And from Care we are free; 
Than who is ſo happy ſ0 happy as we? 


we'll preſs the ſoft Graſs, 


Each Swain with his Laſs, 


And follow the chace; 

When weary we be, | 
We'll ſleep under a Tree: 
Then who is ſo happy, Cc. 


By Blatt ry or Fraud 

No ſhepherd's betray' d, 
Or cheats the fond Maid; 
No falſe ſubtle Knee, 

To deceive us we ſee: 


Then who is ſe happy, Ge. 


We envy no Pow'r, 

They cannot be poor, 
That wiſh for no more; 
Some Richer may be, 

And of higher degree: 1 


re ſo happy, &c- 0 


| But none 
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xt the daring Advent'rers be toſs'd on the Main, 
; And for Riches no Danger decline; 
Tbo' with Hazard the ſpoils of both Indies they gain, 
They can bring us no Treaſure like Wine: 
Tho' with Hazzard the Spoils of both diss they gain, 
- They can bring us no Treaſure like 3 Feta 


Eaough of ſuch wealth would a Beggar « enrich, 
And (upply great wants in a King; 
Twould {mooth all the gr iefs of a comfortleſs Wretch, 
And inſpire weeping Captives to ys | 
would imooth, Oc. 


There! s none that groans under a bordenſome Lie, 
If this Sovereign Balſom he gains; | 

|  ' This will make a nan 2-er all the Plagues of l Wie, 

8 And of Rags and Dikaſes in chains. | 
. Ths will make, Ce, 4 
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It ſwells all our Veins with a kind purple flood, 
And puts Love and great Thoughts in the Mind g 
There's no Peaſant ſo Rank, but it fills with good Blood, 
And to Gallantry makes him inclin'd. 
There's no Peaſant, Oc.” 


there 's nothing our Hearts with ſuch Joys can bewitchy - 
For on earth tis a power that's Divine; 

| Without i it were wretched, though never ſo Rich, 
Nor is any Man poor that has Wine. 

Without it we're, Oc. 
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Aſtora's Beauties when unblown, _ 

I _ Ere yet the tender Bud did cleave, 

To my more early Love were known, 
Their fatal Power I did perceive ; 

Ho often in the dead of Night, 
When all the World lay huſh' d in ſleep; 
Have I thought this my chief delight, 

To ſigh for you, for you to Weep. 


Upon my Heart, whoſe Leaves of White, 
No Letter yet did ever ſtain: 
Fate (whom none can controul) did write, 
I be Fair Paſtora here muſt Reign: 
Her Eyes, thoſe darling Suns ſhall prove, 
Thy Love to be of nobleſt race; ; 
Which took its flight ſo far above, 
All Humane things on her to gaze. 


How can you then a Love deſpiſe, 
A. Love that was infus'd by you; 
ou gave Breath to its infant fighs, 

And all its Griefs that did enſue : 

The Pow'r you have to wound I feel, 

How long ſhall I of that complain; 

Nou ſhew the power you have to heal, 

And take away the tott' ring pain. 
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| Ah Philis\-ah ! why ſo kind? 
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H Ail to the Myrtle ſhade; 
All hail to the Nymphs of the Field; 
Kings will not here invade, 
Tho' Vertue all freedom yields, 
Beauty here opens her arms, 
To {often the languiſhing dliad'z Ix 
And Philiis unlocks her Charms: 


' Phils the Sou} of Love, | 
The Joy of the Neighbouring Swains 3: 
Ppiliis that Crowns the Groves, 
And Phillis that gilds the Plains: 
Phillis that ne er had the skill, 
To Paint or to Patch, or be fine; 
Let Phillis, whoſe Eyes can kill, 
Whom Nature has made Divine. 


- Phillis whoſe charming Tongue, 1 
Mokes Labour and Pain a delight 
Pbillis that makes the Day young, 
And ſhortens the livelong night: 
Phillis Whoſe lips like may, 
Stil laugh at the ſweets that they bring; 
Where Love never knew 1. . 
But ſets with N fpring. 
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© The Claret Bottle 
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A Pox of the fooling and Plotting of of late 
What a pother and ſtir has it kept in the ſtate ? 
Let the Rable run mad with Suſpitions and fears, 

Let em Scuffle and Jarr till they go by the Ears: 
Their Grievances never ſhall trouble my Pate, 
So 1 can enjoy my dear Bottle at quiet. 


What Coxcombs were thoſe, who would barter their Eaſe, 
And their Necks, for a Toy, a thin Wafer and Maſs ; 

At old Tyburn they never had needed to Swing 
Had they been but true Subjects to Drink and their King: 3 3h 
A Friend and a Bottle is all my deſign, 

H'az no room for Treaſon that's pn of Wine. 
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1 mind not the Menders and Makers of Laws, 
Let em Sit or Prorogue as his Majeſty pleaſe g 
Let em Damn us to Wollen, I'll never repine, 
At my Lodging when Dead ſo Alive I have Wine: 
Yet oft in my Drink I can hardly forbear, 
To curſe em for making my Claref ſo Dear. 


*? 


I mind not grave Aﬀes, who idly debate, 
About Right Succ: ſhon, the trifles of ftates _, | 
We've a good King alceady, and he deſerves Laughter, 
That will trouble his head with who ſhall come after: 
Come here's to his Health, and I wiſh he may bz, 
As free from all care and all trouble as we. 


Ul 


. 


What care 1 how Leagues with the Hollander go, 

Or intrigues betw xt Siduey and M-nfieur 4 4vaix; 
What concern's it my drinking if Caf be ſold, 

li the conqueror takes it by ſtorming or Gold: 
Good Bourdeaux alone is the place that I mind, 

Aud when the fleet's coming I pray for a Wind. 


The Bully of France, that aſpires to Renown, 

By dull cutting of Throats, and ventring his own 
Let him fight and be damn'd and make Matches and treat, 
To afford News-mongers and Coffee. Houſe Chat: 

He's but a brave Wretch, whilſt I am more free, 

More ſafe, and a Thouland times happier then he, 


Come he or the Pope, or the Devil to boot, 
Or come Faggot or Stake I care not a Groat ; 1 
Never think that in Smithfield I Porters will beat, = 
No I ſwear Mr. Fox, pray excuſe me for that; | 
I'u drink in defiance of Gibbet and Halter, 

This is the profeſſi on that never will alter. 
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RES nging the Plain « one Summers night, 
io paſs a vacant hour; ms 
I fortunately chanc'd to light, 

On lovely Philits Bow'r : 


1 The Nymph adorn'd with Thouſand Charms; 


In expeQation ſate; 
To meet thoſe Jovs in "Strephor? $ Arms; 
Which Tongue cannot relate. | 


8 
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Upon her Hand ſhe lean'd her Head, 
Her Breaft did gently riſe 

That e'ry Lover might have read, 
Her wiſhes in her Eyes: 8 


At e ry breath that moy*d the Trees, - 


She ſuddenly would ſtart z 
A cold on all her body ſeiz d, 
A trembling on her heart. 


| But he that knew how well ſhe lov'd, 


Beyond his hour had ſtay d 
And both with fear and anger mov'd 
The Melancholy Maid : 


Ye Gods, ſhe ſaid, how cft he ſwore, . 


He would be here by One; 


But now alas! *tis Six and more, 


And yet he is not come. 
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And gloomy were the Skies; 


And glitt'ring Stars that were no more, 
Than thoſe in Stella's eyes: N 


V ucnat her Father's Gate knock d, 


Where I had often been; 
And ſhrowded only with her 8 - 
The Fair one let me in. | 


Faſt lock'd within her cloſe Embrace; 
_ She trembling lay aſham'd 
Her (welling Breaft, and glowing faces, 
And every touch inflam'd : WL 


| 5 My y eager Paſhon I obey'd, 


| R- ſolv'd the Fort to win; 
And her fond heart was ſoon betray %, 
o veild and let me in. 


Then I-then | beyond expreſſing, ü 
Immortal was the joy; 
I knew no greater bleſſing, 
So great a God was I: 


_ | ; 2 'And e tranſported with delight, 


Oft pray d me come again; | 
And kindly vow'd that every night, 
She d riſe and let me * 


But oh!] at laſt ſhe prov d with Bern, 

vn And ſighing fat and dull; 

And I that was as much concern'd, 

||}  Lookt Fen juft like a fool, 
Her lovely Eyes with tears run der; 

| Repenting her raſh Sin; 


| She figh'd and curs'd the fatal Hour, 


That e er She let me in. | 


But who could cruelly deceive; 
Or from ſuch Beauty part? 

'Tjov'd her ſo, I could not leave, 
Tue Charmer of Em Heart: = 
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1 1 - Night her blackeft Sable wore, 
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zut Weedded and conceal'd the 1 

Thus all was well again; * 

And now ſhe thanks the bleſſed Hour 
* er the let me in. 


R 
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TE that is refoly'd to Wed: 
And be by th“ Noſe, by Women led. 
Let him confider't well e er he be ſped; 
For that lewd Inſtrument, a Wife, 
If that ſhe he enclin'd to ſtrife, 
Will find a man ſhrill Muſick all his life. 
Will find a Man, &c. 


If he approach her 2 ſhe's ll ' 
Nearer than the Parion does his Text, - 


* ” 
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He's ſure to have er enough of what comes next: 5 
And by cur Grammer Rules we ſee, 
- Two different Genders can't agree, 

N or without Soleciſms connected be, 

Nor without, &c. 


11 vet this by none can be deny'd, 


That Wedlock or *tis much bely'd, 


Tz a good School, in which Man' 8 Vertue 5 tried: 


And this convenience Woman brings, 
That when her angry mood begins, 


The Husband ne'er wants a fight a Sins, 
The Husband never, &c.. 


Tf he by chance offend the leaſt, 
His Pennance ſhall be well encreaft, 


| She'll make him fteepa Vigil without a Feaft;- 


And-when's Confeſſion he his framing, 
Je will not fail to make's Examen, 


[ He has nothing elſe to doe, but to 8 Amen. 


He bas FOR: Cc. 
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; Curſe on all Fo 
A and Popular cars, 
Come let's ve the Bell, 
For their Wine there = wag well 
There take of our Glace; 


NMNay it ſhall not one paſs: 
Cho. For we will be dull, and beaun uo more 5 


— 2 


Since Wine does encreaſe and tbere 4. Claret ghd i 


Come fill up your Wine, 

Look fill i” like mine, 

Here boys I begin, 

A good Health to the King ; 

Jack ſee it go round, 

Whilft with mirth we abound: 

cho. For we will be dull and becuy no more, 

Stnce Wine, &c, 


Nay don't us deceive, . - 
- Why this will you leave? 
The Glaſs is not big, 
What-a-pox you're no Whig 3- 
| Come drink up the reft, 
. Or be Merry at leaſt: 
Cho. For we will be dull and begvy no more. 
Since W S 
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Elieve me Jauy for I tell you true, | 
Theſe Sighs, theſe Sobs, theſe Tears, are all for you3. 
Can you miftruftful of my Paſſion prove, 
When ev'ry Action thus proclaims my Love 2 


It's not enough, you cruel Fair, 


No, no, theſe. ſilly Stories won't ſuffice, 


"To flight my Love, negl-@ my Pain d 
At leaft, hit rigid Sentence ſpare ; 
Nor day chat 1 firſt causd you to Diſdain. 


Fate ſpeaks me better in your lovely Eyes; 


Let not Diſſimulation baſer Art, | 
Stifl= the butie Paſſion of your Heart: 3 


Let, let the Candor of your Mind, 


ow with your Beauty £qual prove; 
Which 1 believe ne'er yet deſign'd, 
The Death of me, and Murder of my Love. 6 
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A pox of dun Mortals of the grave and preciſe ; 
F 4 Who paſt the Delight 
We enjoy each night; | 
Give Counſel, inſtruct us, to be counted more viſe: = 
| When Nature excites, | 
And Beauty invites, 11 
Let us follow, let us follow our own appetites. 


The brisk vigour of Youth, and fierce heat of our oy 
The force of Defires © 


Which kind Love inſpires, 


Are too „ Motives, and can t be withſtood: 
If Love be a Crime, 


We're yet in our Prime 3 
Lets never grow wiſe, and repent e ex our time, 
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Then we'll boldly go on whil'ft we're 1 and firo 
8 Whilft fit for the Task * ng 
es Of a Vizard Mask, OS \ 
And ftill be as happy as ill we are young: 
Whilft the impotent Sot 


Rails curſes his Lot, | | 
And being * his * would have em ben 


E * Swains whoſe Nymphs are ela, 
each me the Art of love 3 

That I the like fucceſs may find. 

My Shepherdeſs to move: 


11511 


Long have I ftrove to win her Heart, 


Vet ſhe regar 


Pills to Purge Melanchoh. 
But yet alas! in vaing _ ? 
For ſhe ſtill acts one cruel part, 
Of Rigour and Diſdain. 


Whilſt in my breaft a Flame moſt pure, | -".. 4+ 


Conſumes my Life away; 

Ten Thouſand tortures I endure, 
ang night and dayʒ⸗- 

leſs of my grief, 

Looks on her dy ing Slave; 

And unconfern'd yeilds no relief, 
To heal the Wound ſhe gave, 

What is my Crime O rigid Fate? EE 
Im puniſh'd fo ſevere; + _ _. | 


Tell me that I mayexpiate? 1 
With a repent ing Tear: 

But if you have reſotv'd that I, 
No Mercy ſhall obtain; 5 

Let her perſiſt in Tyranny, - | 8 


1 And cure by Death my Pain. ; 4 5 
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VI. Life and my Death are both in your pow'r, 
I never was wretch'd 'rill this crucl Hour; 


— — 


Sometimes t is true, you tell me ou Love, 


But alas! that's too kind for me ever to prove: 


1318 Could you gueſs with what pain my poor Heart is oppreſt, 


I am ſure my Alexis would ſoon make me bleſt. 


DiftraRedly j-alous do hourly rove, * 


Thus ſighing and muſing, cis all for my Loves 


No place I car find that does yeild me relief, 


My ſoul is for ever entangl'd with grief: 
But when my kind Stars let me ſee him (oh then!) 
I forgive the cruel! Author of all my paſt Pain, 


% 
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A $ May in all her youthful dreſs, | 
A. My Love ſo gay did once appear 
A ſpring of Charms dwelt on her face, 
And Roſes did inhabit their: 5 
Thus while th'Enjoyment was but young, 
Each night new Pleaſures did create; 
Harmoni us words dropt from her Tongue, 
And Cupid on her forehead ſate. 


But as the Sun to Weſt declines, 
The Eaftern ſky does colder grow; 
And all his bluſhing looks reſigns, - 

To the pale-fac'd Moon that rules below: 


While Love was eager brisk, and warm, 


My Coe then was kind and gay; 
But when by time I loft the charm, 


5 


Her ſmiles like Autumn drop'd away. 


< 
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3: Rial all ye Nymphs, your Floods unbind,. 
v9: For Ftrepkon's now no more; 
| || Your Treſſes ſpr-ad before the Wind, 
And leave the hated Shores 
See, ſee upon the craggy Rocks, b 
Each Goddeſs ſtript appears; 
They beat their Breast, and rend their Locke | 
And ſwell the Sea with Tears. x 


The God of Love that fatat hour, _ 
When this poor Youth was born ns 
Had ſworn by Styx to ſhow his power, n 

mann E 
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For Strepbon's breft he alm'd his Dart, 
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And watch'd him as he came 
He cry'd and ſhot him through the Heart, 
Thy Blood ſhall qaench my flame. 


On Stella's Lap he laid his Head, 
And looking in her Eyes; 
He cry'd Remember when I'm dead, | | 
That I deſery'd the Prize: . 3 
Then down his Tears like Rivers ran, W 
He figh'd, you Love tis true; 
You Love perhaps a better Man, 
But ah! he loves not you. * 


TER — 
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133 O* Mother, Roger with his Kiſſe s 
L Almoft ftops my breath I vow ? 
| © Whydoes he gripe my hand to pieces, 

MM And yet he lays he Loves me too: 

Tell me, Mother, pray now do, 

Pray now do, pray now do? | 
Tell me, Mother, pray now do, 
Pray now, pray now, pray now do ? 
What Roger means when he does ſo? 
For never ftir I long to know. 


IN 


5, . 
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Nay more Hauty man beſide it, 
Something in my Mouth he put; e 5 
I cal'd him Beaft and try'd to bite it, i 
But for my Life I cannot do't : | | 
Tell me, Mother, pray now do, Go. 
For never ſtir I Long to know. 


Pr Ty 


He ſets me in his Lap whole Hours, De 
Where I feel I know not what; 5 In 
Something I never felt in yours, | 
Pray tell me, Mother, what is that ? 
Tell me, Mother, what is that? 
For never ſtir I Long to know. 
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Our Gamſter provqꝶ d by his loſs may forſwear, 
And Rail againſt play, yet can never ſorbear; 
Deluded with Hopes. what is Loft may be Won, 

In paſſion plays on, tile" laft he's undone, . 


30 I, who have often declaim'd the fond pain, 

Of thoſe fatal Wounds, which Love gets by diſdaing 
Seduc'd by the Charms of your Looks am drawn in, 
To expoſe my poor heart to thoſe dangers agen. 
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Cariſſa, 1 live on the hopes of my Love, 

Which flatters me ſo, that you kinder will proven 
In tome lucky Minute I hope to enjoy thee, 

And rout all your forces in Arms to deftroy me, 


My fortune hope is reſerv'd for this caft, 

To make me a Saver for all my Life paſt; 

B. lucky this once Dict ! tis all I imp'ore, 

I gladlytye up then, and tempt. you no more. 


5 


0 216  Dillsto Pie Melancholy: 


A 5 


Fe a | 


39222 
1 


it 88 
[Ow l SA Woman before ſhe's en joy'd, 


When theSpirits are ſtrong, £3 — not cloy "41 
We admite every Part, tho nevef do plam, 


Which when throughly poſſeſt, we quickly diſdain. 
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So Drinking we love too, jaſt at the ſame rate, 
For when we are at it, we fooliſhly prate: 
What Acts we have done, and ſet up for a Wit, 
But next Morning's Pains our Pleaſure do quit. 


— ! 


But Muſic's a Pleaſure, that tires not ſo ſoon, 
Tis Pleaſant in Morning, tis Welcome at Noon; 
Iis charming at Nights, to ſing Caches in Parts, 

It diverts our dull Hours, and rejoyces our Hearts. 


| 

| 

| 

| 

| But Muſſe alone without Women and Wine, | 

Win govern but dully, tho' never ſo fine; "4 
There fore by conſent we' il enjoy them all "three; | | 
Wine and Muße for Jou, and the Women for me. | 
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TL äAireſt Work of happy Nature, 
I Sweet without diſſembling Art; 
Kind in evr'y tender Feature, 
Cruel only in à Heart: 7 
Vie the Beauties of the Morning, 
Where no ſullen Clouds appear: 
Graces there, are leſs adorning, 
Than below, when Celia's there. 


Ev'ry Tuneful Breaſt confeſſes, 
Sounds by you improve their Power 3 

Ev'ry Tongue in [oft addrefles, 
_ Humbly tells us his Amour: 

Juch a Tribute, lovely Bleſſing, 
Fzithful Strephon ne'er denies z _ 

Such a Treaſure in poſſeſhng, 
All the Bills of Love — 
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"Yet I ſee by ev'ry Tryal, 

Feeble Hopes my Flames purſue # * 
Ever finding a Denial, 2 #, + Os 

Where my ſofteſt Love was true: 

But my Heart knows no retreating, . 
No decay can eaſe my pain; 
Love allows of no defeating, - 
Tho' the Prize is ſought in vain, 


For if e' re my Celia's Treaſure, 
Muſt her Virgin Sweets reſign ; 
Love ſhall flow with equal Meaſure, 
And I' boldly call her mine; 
Till her Panting Wedding Lover, 
_ Grown uneaſy by my Claim; 
Leaves me freely to diſcover - | 
Golden Coaſts without a Name. 


/ 


* X * 


SONG, 


Alina in the dead of Night, 

RY In reſtleſs Slumbers wiſhing lay 3 
bia was Bawd, and her clear Light, 

Io looſe Deſires did lead the waß: 

1 epd to her Bed-(ide with bended Knee, 


Aud ſure Sabina ſaw, 

And ſure Sabina (aw, 

And ſure Sabing ſaw, 

Tm ſure ſhe ſaw, but would not ſee, 


1 drew the Curtains of the Lawn, | 
Which did her whiter Body keep; 
But ſtill the nearer I was drawn, 
' Methought the fafter ſhe did ſleep: 
1 call'd Sabina ſoftly in her Ear. 


And ſure Sabina Heard, but would not fear. 


Thus, as ſome Midnight Thief, (when all,) 
Are wrapp'd into a Lethargy, 

Silently creeps from Wall to Wall: 
To ſearch for hidden Treaſury : 


So mov'd my buſy hand from Head to Heel. 


And ſure Sabina felt, and would not feel, 


Thus I ev*n by a wiſh enjoy, Y 
And ſhe without a Bluſh receives; 
As by diſſembling moſt are Coy, 

She by difſembling freely gives; _ 
For you may ſafely ſay, nay, ſwear it toa, 
Fabina ſhe did hear, 1 8 | 

Sabina ſhe did ſee, 
Sabina ſhe did feel, 


A did Hr, See, Fel Sigh, Kits and Do, 


Fill. to Purge Nelanchoh. 
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W Hy is your faithful Slave diſdain'd? 


By gentle Arts my Heart you l * 
Oh, keep it by the ſame 


For ever ſhall my Paſſion laſt, 
4f you will make me once poſſeſt, 
Of what I dare not name, 


Though charming are your Wit and Face. 


*Tis not alone to hear and gaze, 

That will ſuffice my Flame; 
Love's Infancy on hopes may live, 
But you to mine full grown muſt give, 

Of what I dare not name. 


© When 1 bebold your Lips, your Ryes, | 


Thoſe Snowy Breaſts that fall and riſe, 
By ns my raging Flame; | 
hat Shape ſo made to imbrac t, 
What would 1 give, I might but tafte, 
Of what I dare not name 


In Courts I never wiſh to riſe, ; 
Both Wealth' and Honour 1 deſpiſe, . NO 
And that vain Breath, calld Fame ; 

By Love, I hope no Crowns to gain, 

"Tis ſomething more 1 would obtain, 
Hn is that I are not name. | 


. " ve 
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| 
Gentle Breeze from the Tavt Lavinia! "BP = j 
Was gliding o'er the Coaſt of Sicily g 3M 
When lull'd with ſoft Repoſe, a Proftrate Mate, 2 
Upon her bended Arm had rais'd her Head : 7 
Her Soul was all Tranquil and ſmooth with Ref, _ 
Like the Harmonious {lumbers of the Bleſt, | 1 
3 L 3 Wrapp d 


| 


| 


Wrapp'd up in Silence, innocent ſhe lay, 
And pref the Flow'rs with touch as ſoft as they. 


My thoughts, in gentleſt Sounds, ſhe did impart, 


——— — —ͤ—— 2 ꝶ— — 


il to Pg Melenchoh. 


ighten'd by all the Graces of that Art; 


 'And as I Sung, 1 graſp'd her yeilding Thighs, : 
Tin broken Accents faulter'd into Sighs : 


1 Kifs'd, and Wiſl'd, and Forrag'd, all her _ 
Yet 3 in the Pleaſure, I was Poor: 
No kind Relief my Agonies could eaſe, 

I Groan'd and curs'd Religious Cruelties. 


The trembling Nymph all o'er confuſion hy, 
Her melting Looks in ſweet diſorder play z 
Her Colour varies, and her Breath's oppreſs d, 
And all her Faculties are diſpoſſeſs'd, 


At laſt impetuouſly her Pulſes move; 


She gives mighty looſe to ſtifled Love:; 
Then murmurs in a ſoft Complaint, and cries, 
Alas! and thus in Toit Convulſions dies, 


A * 
n —_— | WY ** 
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48 


Ni has done what e're it can, 5 
VV And round about run to Pleaſure a Man, 
Whboſe Life s but a ſpanz 
With Worldly Joys, and the Glittering Toys, 
Which do make ſuch a Noiſe 
As confound all advice, that's given bs the Wiſe, 
ans] in a trice, reduce the Wretch to Miſcries, 
And there to leave him. 


Then the World which before, 
For his ftore did adore him, 
Streight ſeems afraid of one decay d 
And him uphraid of the Wealth, 
Which each by's Trade did before deceive him .* 


But when the Mortal ſees his own undoing, 


-Finds his Acquaintance and Friends are all a [7 


— 
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Then he ſighs and moans. | 
And then he pines and groans; 
At laſt he Craves, his Frie are. | 
At which he Raves, and ſwears hell Die, 
And thus he cries, 5 
He ne er was wiſe, 
Untill in Miſery he dies; | 
And thus the wretched Spendthrift lies, 
Fare him well for evermore, Amen. 


9. 
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Retty Armida will be kind, 

When at her feet yo roftrate lie ; ; 
Nao. cruel Looks was eber Jeſt my. 
To dwell within her charming Eye: 
Gaze on her Face and ev'cy Part, 
T hat is expoſed to your view; 

Tou U preſent! f. conclude her Heart, 

To be ſo ſo tuin yield to you. 


But Sc 'tis fit you try your Skill, | 
Jou may not think that without Pain; 
And ſome attendance on her Wil}, 

So rich a Prize you ſhall obtain: 
Wooers like angling Men muſt wait, 4 
Womans time and give them Pays. 
Till ſhe has ſwajlow'd well the Bait, 
B. fore ſhe will become their Prey. | 


What tho' Armils' 8 Looks be kind, 

Afid you read Yielding in her 00 

Yet you alas ! may quickly find, 
Ttoſe Charms do nought but tantalize : : 

er Heart may not ſo ſs be | 5 

As you imagin but may prove; : 

As hard as Adamant to thee, 

And proof againſt the Darts of Love. 


Your Skill, and all the Art you bave, 
| Make tryal of, Sir, if you pleaſe z 

'! Tell her, you are her captive Slave, 25 
And beg of ber Reli eb and eaſe z 3 1 
But ſhe?l) — hear you for ſhe Meer 4 + 

That underneath your gilded Bait; 4 4 26 OE HHS 

A crafty Hook incloſed lie, - © 
. S0 from your Ap gle he l retreat. 


r 
p 

' 
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- Saw the Laſs Po bear cl bored, 
Long Sighing and ns. 3 17 
While me ſhe ſhhng'd and dee, . 

arent eee, « 70 
Her Hand, her Lip, to im were free, . ba 
No favour ſhe refus'd „ 
Ve how unkind ſhe 4 „ 


— 2 
His Hand 2 millwhite Hubby bed ; 


A Bliſs worth Klan. $ defiring 
Ten Thouſand times be Kiſs'd 
The l Moyata . 


* 1 


her Breaſt, Sum 


While pleas'd to be the Charming Fair, 
That to ſich paſſion movd him 


To ſhew, ſhe well approy'd him, 


The killing Sight my Soul inflam's, 
And ſwell'd my Heart with Paſſion; 
: Which hke my love, could not be tam d. 

Nor had detation: 
1 beat my Breaſt and tore my Hair, 
| my hard Fate complaining * 
plung'd me into deep 
Bee of her diſdaining. 


* cruel Mogg)! then I cryd, 

| my Sorrows move you. 2 

| or & ib. Love muft be deny'd, | 

| Yet give me leave to love you: 

And then frown on, and ftill be coy, 
Tour conftant Swain deſpifing 3 

For tis but juſt you ſhanld deftroy, 

— not ot worth your Prizing. 


— 


pair, 
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2 clapp'd his Cheeks, and curl'd his Hair, | 


3 1 


l 1 


© Soldier and 3 Salle 4 Tin 
Had once a..doubtful flrife, Sir, 
To Make a Maid a Wife, Sir, 
Whoſe name was Buxome ann, 
Whoſe name was Boxome Joan: 

For now the time was ended, | 
'When ſhe no more intended, 
To lick her Lips at Man, 5 
And gnaw the Sheets in vain, bir, 
And lie a nights a lone, 


And lie a nights a lone. 


The Soldier ſwore like Thunder, 

He lov'd her more then plunder g 
And ſhew'd her many a-'Scar, . 
Which he had broug 

With Fighting for her ſake. 1 
The Taylour thought to pleaſe her, 
With offering her his Meaſures 
The Tinker too with Mettle ; 

Said he wou'd mend her Kettle, 
And flop up ev'ry Leak. 


But while theſe three were | 
The Sailer flily waiting; Prating, 
Thought if it came about, Sir 
That they ſhou'd all fall out, ITY 
He then might pla play his part 3 
And juſt een as he Ment, Sir, 
To Loggerheads went, Sir, 
And then he let fly at her, 
A thot "Tint Wind and io oof 


and a | Taylour,. 


— OO TUES ae, a + 
2 * 2 
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my, 


W mn oh. 


4 80 NG i Mime: Tink, 


1 I. you will love me, be free in Expeſſing it, 
h And hence-forth give me no cauſe to cowphin 3 
Or if you hate me be plain in confeſſing it, 

And in few Words put me out of my pain: 
This long delaying, with 175 ing and Praying, 
oo only decaying in Lite and Amore; 

Cooing and Wooing, 
And daily Purſuing, | NOT 017 
Is Damn nd filly Doing, therefore II give o'er, 


If you'll propoſe a kind Method of Ruling he. 
I may return tomy Duty again | 
But if you ſtick to your old way of Fooling me, 
I muft be Plain l am none of your Men: 
VHPaſſion for paſſion, on each kind occaſion, - 
| With free inclination does kindle Loves Fire; 
il But Tedious Prating, ' 
Cop folly debating, 
And new doubts creating, fil makes it expire. 
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The Anſwer, to the ſame Minuet Tune. | ] | 
7 Ou Love and yet when I ask you to Marry me, | 14 
| Still have recourſe to the tricks of your ARK; 9 ' 
| Tam like a Fencer you cunningly parry me. — Wi 
Let the ſame time make a paſs at my Heart: 3 [] "$4 
Fye Fie-Deceiver,. | 109 
4: No longer endeayour, e Mo 1 v4 
Or think this way ever the Fort wil ilbe vonf. E f 11 
Doo fond careſling, ' — 20400 
Mluſt be, nor unlacing, 5 | | | 
or tender embracing, till th Parſon has done. 223 
2 * 17) 
Some ſay that Marriage a Dog with a Bottle bs, 6 P40 
Pleaſing their Humours to Rail at- their Wives z 1 


Others Declare it an Ape with a Rattle is 
Comforts deſtroyer and Plague of theirlivey: 3 
Some are affirming, 


A Trap tis for Vermin, | 1 
And yet with the Bait tho not Priſon agree; n 
Ventring that Chouſe your 1 
Muſt let me eſpouſe you, i 4 N 
| Ife e re, my dear Mouſe you. will nible at me. | 


22 —— 75 — — 


AHH 87 1 


Y E Mn and FOR Gods 
That Love green Fields and Woods, 
| When Spring newly born, 

4 Her ſelf does adorn, 

With Flowr's and Blooming Buds; 

1 Come Sing in the praiſe, 

1 Whilſt Flocks do graze, 

In vonder pleaſant Vale, 

(} Of thoſe that chooſe, . 

Their ſleeps to loſe, 

h And in cold Deus 

i With clouted Shooes, * 
Do carry the Milking Pail. 


Tue Goddeſs of the Morn, 

ii With bluſhes they adorn, 

| And take the freſh Air; 

|| Whilft Linnets prepare 

A4 Conſort on each green Thorn, 

| The Ouſle and Thruſh; 

| - On every Buſh ; 5 

And the *. nen, 
In 8 | 

Their 

To entertain 

The Jolly train 

That carry the Milking Pail.. 


7 o 


— 


When cold bleak winds do roar, 
And Flow'rs can ſpring no more, 
The Fields that were ſeen, 
So pleaſant and green, 
By Winter all candid der: 
Ohl how the Town Laſs, . 
Tools with her White face, 
And 5 Pale; 
But it is not ſo, | 
<< thoſe that go, 
h Froft and — 


9 8 


| heeks that 


The Miſs of Courtly Mould, 
Adorn'd with Pearl and Gold, 

b With Waſhes and Paint, 

Her ſkin does ſo Taint, 

| She's Wither d before ſhe's old: 

- Whilſt ſhe in Commode, 

Put's on a Cart-load, 


| And with Cuſhions plumpe her Tail 3: | 


What Joys are found, 
In Ruffet Gown ; | 
Young, Plump, and round, 
And ſweet and ſound, 
That carry the Milking Pail. 


The Girls of Venus game, 
I That "A Health and Fame: 
In practiſing Feats 

| Wich Colds and with Heats, 
Make Lovers grow Blind and Lame, : 
If Men-were ſo wiſe, 

' To value the Price, 


Oi the Wares moſt fit for ſale, 


What ftore of Beaus, 
Would Daub their n 
Io fave a Noſe, | 

By following thoſe, 


That carry 5 ie ail. 


5 | 
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4 SONG. 


F C found 8 wing, 
J All in Tears upon the Plain; 
oighing to himſelf and crying, 
Wretched I to love in van! | 
Kiſs me, Kiſs me, Dear, before my Dying ; 
Kis me once and eaſe my Pain. 


Sighing to himſelf and Crying, ki 
Wretched 1, © love in vain ; 
Ever Scorn:ug and Denying, . 
To reward vovr Faithful Swain; 
EKiſs me, Dear, before my Dying, 
Kils me once and aſc my Pain, 


2 ” Ever : 


rr 
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Ever Scorning and Denying, 1 
To reward your Faithful Swain: | i ih 
Chloe, laughing at his crying, | — 
Told him that he Lov d in van; . =. 

Eis, me Dear before my Dying, a — 1 
EKiſs, me once and eaſe my pain, 1 

Chloe laughing at his crying. Zh 14 
Told him that he lov'd in vaing  _ | = 
But repenting and. complying, . 6 1 
When He Kiſs'd, She Kiſsd again: 1 1 

Kiſs'd him up before his Dying. 'F 
' Kiſs d him up and eas'd his pain, 1 

: | e LET 7 | | 1 
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, Tr. within a Furlong of Edinborough Town, 


Bonny Fockey Blith and Gay, 
Said to Femny making Hay; 


| 3 Let's fit a little (Dear) and Prattle, 


"Tis a Soultry Day: . 
He long had Courted the Black-Brow'd Maid, 


But Fockey was a Wagg and would ne'er conſent to Wed * 
Which made her Piſh and Phoo, and cry out it will not do, 


| 1 cannot, cannot, cannot, wonnot, Monnot buckle too. 


He told her Marriage was grown a meer Joke, 


And that no one Wedded now but the ſcoundrel Folk, "= 


Yet; my dear, thou ſhouldeſt rena. 
4 But I know not what I ail, 
11 ſtalte dream of Clogs, and filly Dogs, 
5 With Bottles at their Tailz | 
But rn give thee Gloves anda Bongrace to wear, 
And a pretty Filly-Poal, to Ride out = take the Air, 


If thou neer wilt Piſh nor Phoo, and Ty it neer hall do, 
{ . 1cannot, cannot, Sc. 


That you"ll give me Trinket cry ” ſhe 1 lange 
But ah } what in return myſt PEI 

When my Maiden Treaſure's , 
1 I muſt gang to London Towns 4. 
| And Roar, and Rant, and Patch and Paint, 
| 2 And Kiſs for half a Crown; 
Each Drunken Bully oblige for pay, 
And earn an hated Living in an Odions Fulſun yay } 
Na, A ne'er {ball $9, 


en 2 2G 
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In the Roſie time of year when the Graſs was nn; 5 ; 
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Fe (Man, Man) 11 for the Woman made, 
And the Woman made for Man; ; 1 
As the Spur is for the Jade, | 5 
As the Scabbard for the Blade, . | 
As for digging is the Spade, 

4s for Liquor is the Can, 

| So Man, (Man, Man) is for the Woman . 
And the Woman made for Mag, 


As the Scepter to be ſway'd, 

As for Night's the Serenade, 
As for Pudding is the Pan, 
And to cool us is the Fan, 
So Man, &c, 


| Be ſhe Widow, Wife or Maid, 
Be ſhe Wanton, be ſhe Stay'd, 
Be ſhe Well, or III Array d, 
Whore, Baud. or n 
* _ oc, 
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. HA RE HOTTIES ene — 


4 SONG. 


1 * not a Womans Anger il, 
I But let this be your comfort ſtill, 
This be your comfort ſtill, 
That if one won't another will; 
Tho' ſhe that's fooliſh does Deny, 
She, ſhe that is Wiſer will Comply, _ 
And if 'tis but a Woman What care I, 
What carg I. what care IJ . 
It tis but a Woman what care I. 
Then who'd be Damn'd, to ſwear untrue, 
And Sigh, and Weep, and Whine, and Waoe, 
As all out ſimple Coxcombs dogs © | 
All Women love it, and tho this, 
Does ſullenly forbid the Bliſs, _ 
Try but the next you cannot mils. 
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But Sawny Keuns it well; 

And Sawny might a Boon have had, 

But Sawyy loves to tell: 2 

He Weens'that I mun love him ſoon, 
Gin Lovers now are rare; 

But I'd as lif have none, | 
As one whom twanty, twanty ſhare. 


When anent your Love you come, 
Ah!]! Sawny were you true;: 

What tho' I ſeem to Frown and Gloom 
I ne'er could gang from you: 
Let ſtill my Tongue do what I can 
With mackle woe denies; 

Wa's me when once we like a Man, 
It boots not tobe wiſe, 


b 
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* Oung I am and unskill'd, 
1 How to make a Lover yield 3 


How to keep, or how to gain, 
When to Love, and when to Feign : 
Take me, take me ſome of you, 
| While I yet am young and true; '2 
E're I can my Soul diſguiſe,, _ 
 Heaye my Breaft, (heave my eo.) and rowl my Eyer. 


Stay not till T learn the Way, 
How to lye and to betray ; 

He that loves me firſt is bleſt, 
For 1 may deceive the reſt; 
Cou'd I find a Blooming Youth, 
Full of Love and full of Truth 
Brisk and of a Fartee Meen 


1 ſhou n (I ſhou'd 1 to be Fifteen. 1 
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A SONG to 4 Ground of Mr. Soloma Eccles 


I Tubborn Church - diviſion, 
— and Ambition, 2 © 

d with great Der iſion, 
5 "Fane England's ſad condition; 

Princes leave their Reations, by ftrange abdications : 

New ones cometo eaſe us, 

Feet nothing cer can pleaſe us, 

_ Happy's the-Man then that ſhun's the 28 
That picaſeth himſelf in a Rural State. 


With eaſe and in a ſweet retreat, | | 
Avoids ali Jarrs and Faction, 
In his ſmall Dominions, 83 | 
_ Vents no falſe Opinions, — 
Nor deſerts the true, for Papiſt, or Socinar, | 
But fits down, with his Friends around, 
 Whilft the Glaſs is Crown'd ß 
And the Healths abound, 
To the Kiog and Queen the deft in the town. 


The Fleet or Armies ation, 
Argues ftill with Reaſon, 
Speaks nor hears no 1 reaſon, 
Nor arraigns the Senſe, _ 
Of Five Hundred Heads to pleaſe one: 
Plantiff or Defendants, 1 
Ne'er get his attendance, | 2 85 1 
He wiſhes well to all, that are at / bite- Hal, — al 
Bat he loyes no Court dependance. 


Books admires when Witty, | 

Good Muſic and aDitty, | 

And takes a Spouſe, to adorn his Houſe, | 
That's Rich and kind, and Pretty; 16 
Merry, merry, all merrily diſcards all ſorrow, | 
Warily does never, never Lend nor Borrow, ; 
Generouſly Entertains his Friends to Day, | 

And is the ſame to Marrow. 7. O88 
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Troth, my bonny Lad, I do: 
Focky, Gin thou ſay'ft, thou doſt approve me, 
: Deareſt thou mun Kiſs me too: 


Fenny. Take a Kiſg or twa, or twa gude Focky, 
But I dare give nean I trow; q; 
Fye ] nay! * Piſh be not unlucky 

Wed mefirſt, and aw will do. 


Focky, For aw Fife and Lands about it, 
ze not yeild thus to be bound 


Fenny. Nor I Lig by thee withont it, 


Tor twa Hundred Thouſand Pound: 
Focky. Thou wilt die if I forſake thee, 
Fenny, Better die, than be undone; _ 
 Focky, Gin ''tis ſo, come on, Ize tauk thee, 
Is too cauld to lig alone. 


G * Fave 01 once made Love like a Bull, ( a Bull, ) 
With Leda a Swan was in vogue; 

And to perſevere in that Rule, (that Rule, ) 1 

lle now does deſcend like a Dog; 113 
For when I to Celia would ſpeak, _— 
And on her Breaft ſigh what I mean; 

My Heart-Strings are ready to break, 

For there I find Monſieur Le Chien, (Le chien, 

Le Ctien, Monſicur, Monſieur Le chien.) 


MN 
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For knowledge of Modiſh Intrigues, x 
Or Managing well an Amour; ; 
J defie any one with two Legs. 
But here I am Rival'd by four: 
Diſtrafte1 all night with my Wrongs, 
Icty. Cruel Gods! what d'ye mean! 
'T hat what to my Merit belongs, 
You beftow upon Monſieur Le Chien! 


For Feature or Niceneſs in Dreſs, 
Compare with him ſurely I can; 
Nor vainly my ſelf ſhould expreſs, 
To ſay, I am much more a Man: 
To th' Government firm too as he, 
The former I cunniogly Mean; 
And if he Religious can be, wy 
I've as much ſure as Monſieur Le Chien, 


But what need I Publiſh my Parts, 
Or idly my Paſſion relate; 
Since Fancy that Captivates Hearts, 
Reſolves not to alter my Fate: 
J may Sing, Caper, Ogle, and Speak, 
And make a long Court Auſi bien; 
And yet with one Paſhonate Lick, "4 
I m out-rivall'd by Monſieur Le Cbiey, . 
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Oany Lad, prithee lay thy Pipe down, 

Tho” blich are thy Notes, they have now no p3w'rs 
Wbilſt Joy, my dear Pepgy, is gone, 
And Wedded quite from me, will Love no more: 
My gude Friends that do ken my Grief. 

With Song and Story a cure would find; 

But alas! they bring no relief, 
For Peggy fill runs in my Mind, an 


When 1 viſit the Park or Play, 
They aw without Peggy a Deſart ſeem; 
She's before my Eyes aw the day, 
And aw the long night too ſhe haunts my Dream: 
Sometimes fancyiag a Heav'ns of Charms, 
I wake, and rob'd of my dear Delight, 
Find ſhe ligs in another's Arms, 
Ahl then tis hs kills me out risk. 
7 M 2 
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A SONG. 
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Ome Sweet Laſs, 
This bonny Weather, 
Let's together; 
Come ſweet Lals, 
Let's trip it on the Graſs; 
Ev'ry where, 1 
Poor Jockey ſeeks his Dear, 
And unleſs you appear, 
He ſees no Beauty hear. 


On our Green, 
The Loons are Sporting, 
Piping, Courting 3 
On our Green, 
The Blitheft Lads are ſeen: 
There all Day, | 
Our Laſſes Dance and Play, 
And ev'ry one is Gay, 
But I when you're away. 


_ _ —e— —— — — —— — CO 
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Hy does Willy (hun his 75 
- Why is he never here? TE 
My tender Heart 6 Cheat? ——.— 
Why, why does V ſhun his Dꝛar, 
And leave his own poor Ferry Weeping ? 
| Shall I never ſee him more, 
But live in mickle Care, 
In Sorrow and Deſpaire? 
| Shall 1 never, never ſee him more, 
But in my Dream when I am Sleeping ? 


'# 
J., 
| 
Þ: 


Once he ne'er could gang away, | 
But here the Lad wou'd ftay g 
Still Bonny, Blith, and Gay, 
Once he ne' er cou'd gang away, 
But all the day he wou'd be Sueing, 
But when he had got a Boon, 
Oh then the Naughty Loon, 
5 In mickle haſt was gone; 
But when he, when he had got a Boop. 
There was an end of Willy's "Wy. 


M 3 


Eel take the War that hurri'd ly from me, 
42 / Wnotolove me juſt had ſworn . 
They made him Captain ſure to undoe me, 

Woe is me he'll] ne*er return: 
A Thouſand Loons a-broad will Fight him, 

Hie from Thouſands ne'er will rung 

Day and Night I did invite, 

To fiay fate from the Sword and Gun, 


Ius'd alluring Graces, | 
With Muckle kind Embraces, - 
Now Sighing, then Crying, Tears droping fall 3 
And had he my ſoft Arms, 
1 Preferr'd no Wars Alarms, 
BY Love grown mad, without the man of Gad, 
fear in my fit 1 had granted all, 


> 1 a 
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*£ —— — 


rr 


— . Fare Aetup og 


Pills to Purge Melancholy, 2247 

I Waſt'd and Patch'd to make me look provoking, 
Snares that they told me wou's. catch the Men; 

And on my Head a huge Commode ſat Cocking, 
Which made me ſhew as Tall agen: 

Fot a new Gown too I paid muckle Money, 
Which with golden Flowers did ſhine 3 

My love well might think me Gay and Bonny, 

No Scorch Laſs was cer ſo Fine. 


My Petticoat I Spotted, 
3 Fringe too with Thread I knotted g 
Lace Shoes and Silk Hoſe garter full oyer Knee. 
But oh! the fatal thought, | 
To Vih theſe are nought, | 
Who rid to Towns and Rifled with Dragoons, 
Wen he filly Loon might have Plunder'd me; 
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He Bonney grey Ey'd Morn his to peep, 
When Fozkey rowz'd with Love came blithly on, 
And I who wiſhing lay depriv'd of ſleep, 
Abhorr'd the lazy Hours that flow did run 
But muckle were my joys when in my view 
1 from my window | 0 my only dear, 


I took the wings of Love and to him flew, 
For J had fancy'd all my heav'n was there. 


upon my Boſom Fockey laid his Head, 
And hghing told me pritty Tales of Love; * 
My yeiiding Heart at ev'ry word he ſaid, 
Did Flutter up and down and ſtrangely move. 
He figh'd, he Kiſs'd my Hand, he vow'd and (wore, 
That 1 had oer his Heart a conqueſt gain'd z 
Then Blulhing b:gg'd that 1 wou'd grant bim more, 
Which he alas too ſoon, too ſoon obtain'd. 
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* as when the Sheep were Shearing, 

And under the Barly Mow 3 
Dick gave to Doll a Fairing, 

As ſhe had milk'd her Cow: _- 

Quoth he, I fain would Wed thee, | 

And tho' | cannot Wooe 
I've Hey Piſh, Hey Cock, Hey, and Hey for a Boy, | 
Sing ſhall 1 come Kiſs thee now : 

Sing, ah! ſhall | come, ſhall I come Kiſs thee 00). 

I long Sweet - Heart to Bed thee, ENF 14 
And Merrily Buckle too; | ms 
With Hey Piſh, Hey Cock, Hey, and Hey fora Boy 2 5 

Sing, ſhall I come Kiſs thee now, ; ot 
Sing, ah! ſhall I come, ſhall I come $1 thee nom) ＋ 


Doll ſcem'd not to regard him, | 
As if ſhe did not care; 

Yet Simper'd when ſhe heard him, | 

Like any Millers Mare: = | 

| M 5 v4 f 


| 


And cunningly to prove him, 


8 I hope ſhe cry d you 


( 


8 Bl ban, au 3 


wr” 
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And Value her Maiden-Head, 


Cry'd fle, nay Piſh, nay fie, and prithee ſtand by; 7 


For I am too young to Wed, 
She ſaid ſhe ne er cou'd Love him, 
Nor any Maa cloſe in Bed: 


' Then fie Piſh, fie, nay Piſh, nay prithee tand by. 


For Lam too young-to Wed. 


Like one that's ſtruck with Thunder, 


Stood Dickey to hear her talk! 5 


3 Al hopes to get her under, 


This fad reſolve did baulk, 
you laſt he ſwore grown bolder, 
He d hire ſome Common Shrew: 
"Tor Hey Piſh, hey fie, Hey for a vort 
Sing ſhall I come Kiſs thee now 3 
In Loving arms did fold her, 
E'er Sneak, and Cring, and Cry: 
With Hey Piſh, Hey fie, Hey for a Boy, 
Sing ſhall I come Kiſs thee non. 


Gonvinc d of her Coy Folly, 
And ftubborn Female Will; 


Poor Poll grew Nielancheliy, f 


The Grift went Ke her Mill; 
re Wiſer, 
Than Credit what I have ſaidg 
Tho' I do cry nay fie, and Piſh, — prithee ſtand by, 
That I am too young to Wed; 
El ing you the Church adviſer, 
And dreſs up the Bridal Bed; 
Than try tho' 1. cry, fie and Piſh, and prithee ftand br. 
* Tam too young to Wed. 


3 


3 


| 
| 
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Icke was a dawdy Lad, 
And Femmy ſwarth and Tawney; 
They my Heart no Captive made, 
For that was Prize to Sawney ; 
| Fockey Woes. and Sighs and Sues, 
And Femmy offers Money; 
Weel I {ee they both love me, 
But I love only Sawney, | 


Fockey high his Voice can raiſe, 
And Femmy tunes the Viol; 
But when Sawney Pipes ſweet Lays, 

My Heart kens no denyal : 
Oae he Sings and to'thers Strings g 
Tho' ſweet yet only reize me, 


Sawney's Flute, can only do't, - 
And Pipe a Tune to Pleaſe me, 


| hol ſwore ger 1 went, I ſhou d have a Green-Gown z 


Hl to Purge Melancboh * 
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This to i Sung only at f the end * the 6 and * Verſe, _ 
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li Tg- sun was juſt Setting, the Reaping v was is done, 


And over the Common I tript it alone, 
Then whom ſhou'd I meet, but young Dick of our Town,.. 


J 


He - 
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le preſt me, 1 ſtumbl d. 
— e Pulte me I Tumbl'd, 

lle Kiſsd me, 1 Grumbl'd, | 

| But ftill he Kiſs'd on; | 
Then roſe and went from me as ſoon-as. he'd done: 


Theſe: 4 lines are only Sung at the end of the 1 1. ord ft 2 


If he be not bamper· d for ſerving me ſo, 
May I be worſe Rumpl'd, 
Worſe Tumbl'd, and Jumbl'd, 
Where ever, where ever I 80. 


Before am old Juſtice I Summen d the Spar, 
And how do you think I was ſerv'd by his Clack; 
He pull'd out his Inkhorn, and aſk'd me his fee, 
Lou now ſhall relate the whole buſineſs ( quoth he, ) 
W 


4% The Juſtice then came, and tho Grave was his Lock, . 
Seem'd to wiſh I wou'd Kiſs him inftead of the Book z 
He whiſper'd his Clark then, and leaving the place, 

I was had to his Chamber to open my Caſe, 

| He Preſt me, &c. | 


' went to our Parſon to make my Complaint,” 
He look d like a Bacchus, but Preach'd like a Saint; 
He ſaid we ſhou'd ſoberly Nature refreſh, - - 
Then Nine times he urg'd me to humble the Lo 
| He Preſt me 1 ſtumbi'd, 

2 Puſh d me, I Tumb['d, 

He Kiſt me, I GrumbPd, 

But „ill be XKiſt on, 5 
Then roſe and mam from me, as ſoon as bed done. 
If he be not Hamper'd fer ſerving me ſo, 
: May I be worſe Rumpl'd, 

Worſe Tumbl'd, and Jumbl'd, 

Where ever, where ever I 80. | 
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| Onny Lads and Damſels, 
| Your welcome to our Booth 
| We'er now come here on purpoſe, 
| _ Your fancies for to ſooth 3 
| No heavy Dutch Performers, 
| Amongft us you ſhall find, 

3 We'll make your Lads good humour'd, 
And Laſſes very kind: 2 g 
| Your Damſens and Filberds, . 

You're welcome here to Crack, 
But a Glaſs of merry Sack Boys, 

Is a Cordial for the Back. 
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You may Range about the Pair, 
| New Tricks and Sights to ſee: 
| And when your Legs are weary, 
Pray come again to me: 
There's Thread - bare Holofernes, 
Whom Fudith long hath ſlain, 
With Guy of Parwitt, St, Gree: 
And Roſamonds Fair 7 2 
You'll find ſome pretty 2 too, 
With many a Nickey Nack, 
But a Glaſs of Joly Sack Boys, 
| Is a Cordial for the Back. 


The Houſes being low too, 
Some Players hither come; 
But if my Stars deceive men not, 5; ol 
[ They ſoon «ill know their Dom: — 
* There's other petty Strowlers, | 
| That Crowd upon us here; 
That may have Booths to let too, 
Before their time I fear: 
| All theſe may Prate and Talk much, 
Show Tricks and Bounce and Crack Bp 
But here's a Glaſs of Sack Boys, 
That's a Cordial for the Back. 


Come ſit down then brisk Lads all 
A Bumper to the King ; bs 


Old Eng land let's remember, 
ö (May Peace and Plenty ſpring.) 
Let War no more perplex you, 
Your Taxes ſoon will end 

The Souldiers all Disbanded, 
And each Man love his Friend. 8 
Be Merry then Carouſe Boys, 
See Drawer what *tis they lack; 
And fetch a Bottle neat Boy, 
That, s Cordial for the Back, 
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A: SONG on Bacchus: 


Sen US. 


We'll tipple and pray too like Mariners finking ; 


Whilft they drink Salt-Water, We'll pledge 'em in 1 8 


And pay our Devotion at Baccbus's Shrine. 
ob! Bacchus great Bacchus for ever defend us, 
And plemiful Store of good Burgundy ſend us. 


Ben cenſuring the State, and what paſſes above, 


4 Drinking, 
wee their's ſo ſmall difference *twixt Drowing and 


From a Surfeit of Cabbage, from Law-Suits and Love: 
From medling with Swords, and ſuch dangerous Things, 


And handling of Guns in Defiance of Koga. 
0b 1 Bacchus, Ge. 


From riding a Jade that will ſtart at a Feather, 

Or ending a Journey with Loſs of much Leather 

From the folly of dying for grief or diſpair, 

With our Heads in the Water, or Heels in the Air, 
0b! Bacchus, Oe. | 


From 


2 — . 
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From a Uſure's gripe, and from every Man, 

That boldly pretends to do more than he canz 
From the ſcold ing of Women, and bite of mad Dogs, 
And wandering over Wild 1riſh Boggs. 

Ob! Bacchus, c. 


From Hunger, and Thirft, empty Bottles and Glafſes,. 

From theſe whoſe Religion conſiſts in Grimaces; 

From eer being cheated by Female decoys, 

From humouring old Men, and reaſoningrwith . 
0b ! Bacchus, Oc. 


From thoſe little troubleſome Inſeas and Flyes, 
That think themſelves Pretty. or Witty, or Wiſe g 
From carrying a Quartan for Mortification, 

As long as a Ratisbon Conſultation. 
0b) 1 Bacchus, Ge. 
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V dear Cock ane, : 
| My Jewel, my Joy; 
My Darling, my Honey, 
My Pretty ſweet Boy: h 
Before I do Rock'thee, e 
With ſoft Lul-la-by 1 | 
Give me thy ſweet Lips, 


To be Kiſs, Kiſs Kiſs, Kiſs, Kiſs, Kiſs. 


* 


| 1 : Thy Charming high fore- head, 


Thy Eyes too like $loes z 
Thy ne Dimple Chin, 3 Ll 
And right Aman Noſè: - With 
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With ſome pretty marks, . 
That lie under thy Cloaths 3 
Sure thou'lt be a rare one, 


To Kiſs, Na, &c. 


To make thee grow quickly, 
I'ldo what I can; 

I'll Feed thee, I'll Stroak thee, 

I' make theea Man: 

Ah! then how the Laſſes, 
Moll, Betty and Nan 1 

By thee will run mad, 


To be Kiſs, Kiſs, c. 


And when in due ſeaſon; 
| My Billy ſhall Wed 
And lead a young Lady, 
From Church to the Bed: 
A Welfare the looſing, 
Of her Maiden-Head; 
If Billy come near her, 


T's Riss, Kiſs, &c. 1 5 


Then Well-fare high bote bend, 
And Eyes Black as Sloes; 
| And Welfare the Dimple, | 
And Well-fare the Noſe; 
And all pretty marks, 

That lie under the Cloaths; 
For none is more hopcful, 


To Kiſs, Kiſs, &c. 


A SONG. 
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Hoge long muſt Woman wiſh in yain, 
A Conſtant Love to find 
No Art can Fickle Man retain, 
Ot fix a Roving Mind; 
Thus fond y we our ſelves deceive, 
And empty Hopes purſue; 
FTbo' falſe to others we believe, 
They will to us prove true. 


But Oh! the Torment to diſcern, 

A Per jur'd Lover gone; 

And yet by ſad expericnce Learn, 

That we muſt ftill Love on: 

How ftrangly are we fool'd by Fate, 
Who Tread the Maze of Loveg ñ 

When moſt deſirous to Retreat, 

We know not how to move. 
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A SONG. 
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Ads and Laſſes Blith and Gay, 
Hear what my Song diſcloſesz 
As I one Morning Sleeping lay, 
Upon a Bank of Roſes ; ms 8 
Wilh ganging out his Gate, GE 
ZBy gude luck chanc'd to ſpy me; 5 
And pulling Bonnet from his Pate, wy 
He ſoftly lay down by me. | Dd” 


Willy tho” I Muckle Priz'd, 
Yet now I wou'd not know him; 
But made a frown my Face diſguiz'd, 
And from me ftrove to throw him ; 
Fondly he ſtill nearer preſt, 
Upon my Boſom lying; 
His beating Heart too thump d ſo faſt; 
"0s - thought the Loon was Dying. IM 


\ 
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But refolving to deny, 1 
And Angry Paſſion feigning g 
I often roughly puſh'd him by, 
With words full of diſdaining 7 
Willy baulk'd no fayour wins, 8 
But went off diſcontented 
But I gude faith for all my Sins, 
Ne er half ſo much repented, 
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H Fie ! what mean l fooliſh . i A 
In this Remote and Silent ſhade z ; . | 
To meet with you alone: 12 
My heart does with the place combine, 1-4 
And both are more your friends then mine; 0 
And both are more your Friends than mine; ; 
Oh! oh ! oh! 1 ſhall, I ſhall, I ſhall be undone, 
Oh! ob! oh! oh! I ſhall be undone, 
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But ſuch Inchanting Art you ſhow, 
I cannot ſtrive I cannot go 


Ah! give your ſweet Temptations o'er, 
I'll touch thoſe dangerous Lips no more; 
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A Savage Beaft I wou'd not fear, ga 1 
Or ſhou'd I meet with Villians here, | | 


I to ſome Cave wou'd run: 


Oh! I ſhall be undone, 


What muft we yet fool on? 


Ah! now I yeild ah! now I fall, 
Abl now I have no breath at all, 


And now I'm quite undone. 


re 


4 SONG. 
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RE bonny X ate the Sun's got up high, 

© The Fidlers have play'd their laſt Merry Tune; 

Let's give em a George and bid em God b'w'y, 
And gang to the Wells before tis noon. 
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There to thy Health ize Drink my three Quarts, 
Then raffle among the Beauties Divine; 
Where tho' ſome young Fops may chance to looſe hearts, 
Aſſure thy ſelf Focky's ſhall till be thine. . 
e | 2 
When we come Home we'll Kiſs and we'll bill, 
And Feaft on each other as well as our Meat; 
Then ſaddle our Nags and away to Box-HEHill. 
And there, there, there conſummate the Treat. 


And when at Bowls I chance to be broke, 

Smile thou, and for Loſſes I care not aPing 

I' puſh on my Fortune at Night at the Oak, 
And quickly, quickly, quickly recov'r all agen. 


For thy Diverſion coud'ft thou but think, 

Why here all degrees cold Bumpers take off; 

Or why all this Croud come hither to Drink, 
In ſpite of the Spleen *twou'd make thee Laughs 


Courtiers and Plow-men, Stateſ-men, and Citts, 
The Men of the Sword, and Men of the Laus z 
The Virgin, the Punk, the Fools and the Wits, 

All tope off their Cups for a different Cauſe. 


New marry'd Brides their Spouſes to pleaſe, 

Each morning quaff largely in hopes to Conceive; 
The Bully too drinks to waſh off his Diſcaſe, 

Stii! tearing the fall of the Leaf. 


Old muſty Wives take nine in a hand, 


5 —— eee re. 


The Mai dea takes Five too that's vext with her Greens; 1 


In hopes they'll have pow'r to prepare her for Man, 
| 7 
When ever ſhe comes to her Teens. 


4 


Ho? Fockey Su'd me long, he met diſdain, 
His Tender fighs and Tears were ſpent in vain; 
Give o'er ſaid I give o'er, 

» Your ſilly fond Amour: | | 
oY I'll ne'er, ne'er, ne er, ne er ne'cr comply: 
At laſt he forc'd a Kiſs, F 
Which I took not amils, 

And ſince I've known the blifs, 
Tl ne'er deny. - 


Then ever when you Court a Laſs that's coy, 
Who hears your Love yet ſeems to ſhun its Joy; 
If you pt her to do fo, 
Ne'er mind her no, no, no: 
| But truft her Eyes, 
For coyneſs gives denyal, 
When ſhe wiſhes for the Tryal, | 
Tho! ſhe ſwears you ſhant come nigh all, 
Tm ſure ſhe lies. 


— 
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Te Lenter Bottle. = 


= N Ow. oaks 070 that nals all things, 
Heaven and Eatth and all therein | 

The Ships upon the Seas to Swim, 

Io keep foes out they come not in: 
Now every one doth what he can, 
All for th uſe and praiſe of Man, 

I wiſh in Heaven that Soul may dwell, 
Thar Bf. devisd the Leathern Bottz l. 


Now what do you ſay to the Cans of wood v 
Faith, they are nought, they cannot be good; 
When # man for Beet he doth therein ſend, 
To have them fild as he doth intend 
The bearer ſtumbleth by the way, 
And on the ground his Liquor doth lay, 
Then firaight the Man begins to Ban, = 
And ſwears 'twas long of the Wooden Can 
But had it been in a Leathern Bottel, | 
Although he ſtumbled all had been well, 
a So ſafe therein it would remain $6 | 
/  Untill the Man got up again, . 
9 5 W Heaven &c, 6 
go N No 
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Now for the Pots with bandles three, 


Faith they ſhall have no Praiſe of me; 
| _*Whena Man and his Wife do fall at ftrife, * 


| - As many I fear have done in their Life: 


They lay their Hands upon the Pot both, 
And break the ſame tho they were loth 
Which they ſhall anſwer another day, 
For caſting their Liquor ſo-vainly aways 
But had it been in a Bottle fill d. 


The one might have tugg d the other have held 3 
id ake, 


They both might have tugg'd till their Hearts d 
And yet no harm the Bottle would take, 
And 1 wiſh in Heaven, &c. 


"Now what of the Flaggons of Silver fine, R . 
Faith they ſhall have no Praiſe of mine; 
When a Noble-man he doth them ſend, 


To have them fill'd as he doth intend 3 


The Man with his Flaggon runs quite away, 
And never is ſeen again after that day; 
Oh then his Lord begins to Ban, 
And ſwears he bath loſt both Flaggon and Many 
But it ne'er was known that Page or Groom, 
But with a Leathern Bottle again would come, 

And 1 wiſh in Heaven, &c. 
Now what do you ſay to theſe Glaſſes fine, 
Faith they ſhall have no Praiſe of mine; 


When Friends are at a Table ſet, or 


And by them ſeveral forts of Meat; 

The one loves Flcſh the other Fiſh, 

Among them all remove a Diſh; 
Touch but the Glaſs upon the brim, 

The Glaſs is broke no Wine left in; 
Then be your Table-Cloth ne'er ſo fine; ; 
There lies your Beer, your Ale, your Wine: 
And doubtleſs for. ſo ſmall abuſe, 

A young man may his ſervice loſe, 
And I wiſb in Heaven, &c. 


Now 
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Now when this Bottle is grown old, 
8 nd that it will no longer hold 3 © 

ut of the fide you may cuta Clout, 
To mend your Shooe when worn out : : 
Or hang the other fide on a Pin, 
Till ſerve to put many odd T rifles in ; 
As Nails, Awls, and Candles ends, 
For young beginners need ſuch things, 

I wih in Heaven bis Soul may dwell, 

That firſt invented the Leathern Bottel. 


1 
£9 > 


— 
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1 


The Black Jack, To the fegen Time. | 


"Is a pitiful thing that now adays, £ Sirs, e | 
Our Poets turn Leathern Bottle praiſer —- 
But if a Leathern theme they did lack, - 
They might better have choſen the bonny Black-Jick : 
For when they are both now well worn and decay'd, 

For the Jack than the Bottle much more may be aids” - 
An I wiſh bis Soul much good may partale, 
bat firſt devi; d the bonny Black- Jack, 


And now I will begin to declare, 

What the conveniences of the jack are; 
Firſt when a gang of good Fellows do meet, 
As oft at a Fair or a Wake you fhall ſce't: 


They reſolve to have fome Merry Carouſes, 


And yet to get home in good time to their Houſes z 
Then the Bottle it runs as flow as my Rhime, 

With Jack they might have bin Drunk in good time, 
| And I wiſh bu Soul in peace may dwell, 


Thu fu devis'd chat ſpeedy Veſſel, 5 1 


And thetefore leave off your Twittle Twattle, 
Praiſe the Jack Praiſe no more the Leather Bottle q 
For the Man at the Bottle may drink till he burſt, 
And yet not handſomely N his thirſt; 

. 


PE 


The 
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The Mafter hereat maketh great Moan,,  * . 
And doubts his Bottle has a ſpice of the Stone 
But if it had been a generous Jack, 
He might have had currently what he did lack: 
And I wiſh bis Soul in Paradiſe, 
That firſt found out that bappy device. 


dne your Liquor ſmall or thick as Mudd, 


The cheating Bottle that cries good, good; 
Then the Maſter again begins to ſtorm, 
Becauſe it ſaid more than it could perform: 
But it it had bin in an honeſt black Jack, 
It would have prov'd better to fight, ſmell and ſmack. - 
| And I wifh bis Soul in Heaven may reſt, 
bat added a Jack to Bacchus by Feaſt, © 


No Flaggon, Tankard, Bottle or Jug, 

Is half ſo fit, or ſo well can hold tug ; 

For when a Man and his Wife play at thwacks, 
There's nothing ſo good as a pair of Black Jacks: 
Thus to it they go, they Swear and they Curſe, 

It makes them both better the Jacks ne er the worſe; _ 


For they might have banged both till their hearts did ake, 


And yet no hurt the Jacks could take, | 
And I wiſh by Heirs may bave 4 Tenſion, 
That firſt produc'd that Lucky Invention, 


SOCRATES and ARISTOTLE, , 

Suckt no Wit from a Leathern Bottle 3 

For ſurely I think a man as ſoon may, 

Find a Needle in a Bottle of Hay: | | 

But if the black Jack a man often toſsover, ky 

Iwill make bim as drunk as any Philoſopher ; 
When he that makes Jacks from a Peck to a quart, 

Conjures not, tho' he lives by the black Art, 

| And 1 wiſh by Soul, &c. 


Belices my gocd Friend let me tell you that Fellow, 
That fram'd the Bottle, his Bains were but ſhallow Tu 
| ; 41 — 


Tube caſe is fo clear I nothing need mention, 


They drink Orange, Lemon, and Lambeth Ale; 
The Chief of Heralds there allows, 5 
The Jack to be of an Antienter houſe: 


Then for the Bottle you cannot well fill it, 


- *Tisas hard to get in, as it is to get out, 


Twould come a great pace, and hold you gool Tack 


He that's drunk in a Jack looks as fierce as a ſpark, 


His worn out Jack ſerves him well for a budget; 


LEI 
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The Jack is a nearer and deeper Invention 9 
When the Bottle is cleaned the Dregs fly about, & 
As ifthe Guts and the Brains flew ont : 


But if in a Cannon bore Jack it had bin, 


Erom the top to the bottom all might have been clean 3 
And I wifh bis Soul no confer may lack, 
That firſt devy'd the Baunc ing Black Jack, 


Your Leather Bottle is us'd by no man, 


That is a Hairs breadth above a Plow- man; 
Then Let us gang to the Hercules-Pillars, 
And there viſit choſe gallant Jack Swillers: 
In theſe Small, Strong, Sour, Mild, Stale, 


And may bis, Succeſſors never want Sack, 
That firſt de vis d tbe long Leather Jack. 


Without a Tunnel, but that you muſt ſpill it; 
*Tis not fo with a Jack, for it runs like a ſpout ; | 
Then burn your Bottle, what good is in it, 

One cannot well. fill it, nor Drink, nor Clean it; 
But if it had been in a jolly black Jack, 


And I wiſb by Soul, &c. 5 


That were juſt ready cockt to ſhoot at a Mark z 
When the other thing up to the Mouth it goes, 
Makes a man look with a great bottle Noſe : 

All wiſe men conclude, that a Jack new or old, 
Though beginning to leak is however worth gold; 
For when the poor man on the way doestrudge it, 


And I wiſh by Heirs may never lack Sack, © 
That firſt comrived tbe Leather Black Jack, | 
„ When 


- 
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When Bottle and Jack ſtand together, fie ont * 
The Bottle looks juſt like a Dwarf to Giant; a 
Then have we not reaſon the Jack for to chuſe, |, 
For they can make Boots when the Bottle mends Shoos z 
| For add but to every Jack a foot, | 
And every Jack, becomes a Boot; | 
Then give me my Jack, there's a reaſon why, 
They have kept us wet and they'll keep us dry 3 | 
I now ſhal! ceaſe but as I'm an honeft man, | | 
| 
| 


The Jack deſerves to be called Sir FO ANT. 
And may they ne er want for Belly nor Back, 
That keep up the Trade of the bonny black Jack. 


Enxney, my blitheft maid, 15 
I Prethee liften to my true Love now { 

I am a canny Lad. | : l 
' Gang along with me to yonder Brow ; | 2 
' Aw the Fonghs ſhall ſhade us round, TR 
| _ While: the Nightingale and Linnet teach us, 

How the Lad the Laſs may woo, 


Come and Ti thew my Feu what to do. 


4 
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I ken full many a thing, 
| Ican dance, and can whiſtle too 
I manya Song can ſing, | 
- Pitch Bar, and run, and wraftle too: 
| Bonny Mog of our Town, 
ö Gave me Bead-laces and Kerchers many, 


Oaly Jenny twas could win, 
Focke from aw the Laſſes of the Green. 


Ize not ſpoil thy gawdy ſhining Geer; 
I'll make a Bed of Fern, 


ö 
| 
| 
| Then lig thee down my Bearn, 
f 
And 1'!l gently preſs my Jenny there: 


Let me lift thy Petticoat, e 5 
And thy Kercher too that hides thy Boſum g _ 
Ay Shew thy naked Beauty's ſtore, : 
| | Fenny alone's the Laſs that I adore, | 
Pe og! ä 3 + 
Ps 
| A SONG. 
| 


SO Sung by a Fop newly come ſrom France. 
14 8 


je = 182 FE | 


| A* Phillis ! why are you leſs tender, 
To my deſpairing Amore! 

* Your Heart you have promis d to tender, 

Do not deny the tour: 

My Paſſion I cannot defender, 

15 No, no, Torments encreaſe ou les Jour. 

N4. 
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To forget your kind Slave is cruelle, | 
Can you expect my Devoir, | 17 

Since Pbiliis is grown infidell, 
And wounds me at ev'ry Revoty ! 

Thoſe Ryes which were once agreeable, _ „ 
Now, now, are Fountains of ack Des eſpoire, | 


adieu les Taifirs des begux Fours; 

My Philts appears at diſtance, 
And flights my unfeigned Effort: 

To return to her Vows impoſſible, ; | 
No, no, adieu To the Cheats of Amours.. e 


Adieu to my falſe Eſperance, £ FO | 


7 


f SONG. 


e 


y 
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ELL me, ye « Goda: why do you prove, 
£ So cruel, ſo ſevere z 
To make me burn in flames of Love, 
Then throw m: in deſpair? 
Tell me wha! Pleaſure do you find, 
Io force torm-nting Fate; 
To make my Sylvia firft ſeem kind, 
Then vow perpetual Hate? 


* ka a — — — — 
* — 
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Once 
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Once gentle Sylvia did inſpire, 

With her bewitching Eyes; 
Oft with a kiſs ſhe'd fan that bre, 
Which from her Charms ariſe: 
With her Diviner looks ſhe'd bleſs, 
And with her ſmiles revivey ; 


When ſhe was kind, who cou'd Gr = 


The Extaſies of lite ? 


But now J read my fatal no: 

Al hopes now diſappear 3 

Smiles are converted to a Frown, 
And Vows neglected are; 


No more kind Looks ſhe will impart, 


No longer will endure : 


The tender Paſſion of my Heart, 


Which none but ſhe can cures 


| Ahcruel, falſe, perfidious Maid ! 


Are theſe Rewards of Love? 


When you have thas my Heart betray'd, 


Will you then faithleſs prove : 
"Tis is pity ſuch an Angel's Face, 
d ſo much perjur'd be; 


And a dla each captivating Grace, 


By being falſe to me. 


Return, return, e er 'tis tos late, 
The God of Love appeaſe 3 

Leſt you too ſoon do meet your fate, 
And fall a Sacrifice: 

Deſpiſe not then a proffer'd Heart, 
But mighty Love obey gz 

For Age will ruin all your Art, 
And Beauty will decay. 


Ng 
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Hen firſt Amyntas ſu'd for a Kiſs, 
My innocent Heart was tender; 


That thoꝰ 1 puſh'd him away from the Bliſs, 


My Eyes declar'd my Heart was won: 
I. fain an artful Coyneſs wou'd uſe, 


Before I the Fort did ſurrender g: 


But Love wou'd ſuffer no more ſuch abuſe, | 


And ſoon, aliſs !'my cheat was known:;" 
j He'd fit all day and laugb and play, 
| A. thouſand pretty things would ſay; 


Till father. on he got by degrees. 


| 
| 
| 


Wi 
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My. hand he'd ſqueeze, and preſs my knees; 


My 


* ( Y a 


Too wiſely he knows how to ſteer me z 
And ſoon, alas! was brought to agree, 


. 5 
/ F 8 
CY 


Should'ſt thou prove Coy and not Love me, 
Oh! where ſhould 1 find out fike a Jan as thee, . 


Tze been at Wake, and Ize been at Fare, 

Yet ne'er found yan with thee to compare: 
Oft have I ſought, but ne'er could find, ke 
Sike Beauty as thine, couldſt chou ptove kind? 


s Ne Melancboh, 
My Heart, juſt like a Veſſel at ſea, 
Wou'd toſs when Amymas was near meg 


58 . 


But ah! ſo cunning a Pilot was he! 


Through Doubts and Fears he'd ſtill Sail on: 
T thought in him no danger cou'd be, 


So waft of Joys before unknown, 
Well might he boaſt his Pains not loſt, 
For ſoon he found the Golden Coaft g 
Enjoy'd the Oar, and *tach'd the Shore; 


Where never Merchant went before. 


5 It thee down by me, mine o Joy, 
HI Thou'z quite kill me, ſhoul bft thou prove coys . 


, / 


. 
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Thou have a gay Gown and + r 

With ſilver Shoon thy Feet fall ſhoyn. 


With foyn' ſt Flowers thy Crag Ize Crown. 
Thy pink Petty Coat ſall be laced down. - : 


Wee 22 gang to the Brook ſide, 
# And Fiſhes catch as they do glayd: 
Each Fiſh thyn Priſoner then fall be, 
Thou catch at them, and 1˙2 catch at thee. 


+ What mun we do when Scripis fro? 
Wee gang to the Hovze at the Hill broo, _ 

And thete weez fray and eat the Fiſh; 

But tis thy Fleſh makes the beſt diſh, 


Ie Kiſs thy cherry Lips, and Praiſe 

| Aw the ſweet features of thy Facez 
Thy Fore-head ſo ſmooth, and lofty both riſe, 
Thy ſeft ruddy Cheeks and pratty black-Eyes. 


Ie lia by thee aw the cold Night, 

Thouz want nothing for thy delight; 

Thouz have any thing if thouz have me, 

And ſure 1ze have ſomething that ſall pleaſe thee, 
pF We 


1 . 


oh E leaked me behind, and I ſaw come O'er the Knough 


- . : : 
Þ 
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1b Fomary laft, on Munnonday at morn, 


Bekt lew and fine, kind Sir, ſhe ſaid, gud day agen to yes 
Quo ſhe, I mean a Mile or twa, to yonder bonny brow. 
For I am ganging out the Gate that ya intend ta be 2. — 
When we had walkt a Mile or twa, Ize ſaid to her, my 
May I notdight your Apron fine, kiſs your bonny 1 


I hope ya ha more breeding than to dight a Womans 


| Na, if ya are contracted, I have ne mar to ſay, 


Will boldly let me dight her Apron, kiſs her bonny brow. 


As I along the Fields did paſs to yiew the Winters 
a | Corn 3 
Yan glenting in an Apron with bonny brent Bro W). 2 
I bid gud morrow, Fair Maid, and ſhe right courteouſly, 


I ſpear' d o her, fair Maid, quo I, how far intend you now? 


Fair Maid, I'm weel contented to ha fik company, 


Nea, gud fir, you are far miſteen, fer 1 am dean othoſe; 


| [cloths ; 11 
For I've a better choſen than any fike as you, - 


Who boldly may my Apron dight, and kiſs ma bonny 
225 '* _ [brow 


Rather than be rejected, I will give o're the play: = 
And I will chcſe yen o me own that ſhall not on me rw, 


vir, Tze ſee ya are proud hearted and leath to be ſaid nay, i 


You need rot tall ha ftarted, for eight that Iz ded ſay; 
You knaw Wemun for modeſtie, ne at the firſt time boo g; 


But, gif we like your company, we are as kind as ou. 
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Bere Laſs gin thou wert mine, 


Id ſcotn the Gow'd for thee my Queen, 
To lay thee down on an, Green: 

And ſhewthee how thy Daddy gat thee. . 
I'd ſcorn thy Gow'd for thee my Queen, 
To lay thee down on any Green, 

And ſhew thee how thy Daddy gat thee, . 


Bonny Lad gin thou wert mine, 
And Twenty Thouſand Lords about thee z - 
I'd leave them aw to Kiſs thine Eyn, 
And gang with thee to any Green; 
To ſhew me how my Daddy gat me. 

I'd ave om, Ne | 


And Twenty Thouſand Pounds about thee: 3 


T* bright Lau- inda, whoſe hard fate, 


t 


It was to Love a Swain, 

In-natur'd, faithleſs, and ingrate, 
Grew.weary of her Pa in: 

Long, long, alaſs l ſhe vainly ſtrove, 

To free her Captive Heart from Love; 
Till urg'd too much by his Diſdain, 
She broke at laft the ſtrong - link d Chain, 
And yow'd ſhe ne' er would love again. 


The lovely Nymph no free as Air, 
Gay as the blooming ſpring z_ 

To no ſoft Tale would lend an ear, 
Bat careleſs ſit and Sing: 

Or if a moving Story wrought, *_ 

Her frozen Breaft to a kind thought; | 
She check'd her Heart, and cry d, ah ! hold, 
Amyrtor thus his Story told, 
Once burnt as much, but now he's Cold. 


wi" 


1 


A* 


Gud Faith, 1 lov'd againſt my will, 


280 Pils to Purge Melendhoh:. 


: Long thus ſhe kept her Liberty, 


And by her all- conquering Eyes, 
A thouſand Youths did daily die, 
Her Beauties Sacrifice: 
Tin Love at laſt young Cleon brought, 
The obſect of each Virgin's thought, 
Whoſe ftrange reſiftleſs Charms did move, 
They made her burn and rage with Love, 


890 And made her bleſt as thoſe above. 


H 7 Femy gin your Eyes qo kill, 
You'll let me tell my pain, 


vet wad not break my Chain : 


Ize once was call'd a bonny Lad, 


* Till that fair Face of yours, 


| Betray'd the Freedom once 1 had, 


And all my blither hours; 


And 


* 
2 Slams 
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: : Here was a Jovial Beger, 


And a begging we will go, 


And a begging, Os . 1 To 


Pills to Purge Melauc hoh. 


And now wey's.me, like Winter looks, © + 


My faded ſhow'ring Eyn ; 

And on the Banks of ſhaded Brooks, 
I paſs my wearicd time; 

Ize call the Streams that glideth on 
To witneſs, if they ee, 

Oa all the brink they glide a1ongs 
So true a Swain as I. 


6 2 


A SONG. | 
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He had a wooden Leg * 
Lame from his Cradle, 
And forced for to beg: 


We'll go, we'll go, | 
And a begging we will go, 


A bag for his Oatmeal, 

Another for his Salt; 
And a pair of Crutches, 23 
To ſhew that he can halt, | | 
And a begging, Oe. 


A bag for his Wheat, 
Another for his Rye; 

A little Bottle by his fide, 
To drink when he's a dry, 


— 3 — 
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And a beg ging, &c. 
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To Pimblico we'll go, 
Where we ſhall Merry be 


With ev'ry Man a can in's hand, 


And a Wench 8 his Knee. 


And a begging, Oc. 


And when we are diſpor'd, - 
Io tumble on the Graſs g 
Weave a long patch'd Coat, 


I 0o hide a pretty Laſs. 


Seven Years I begg'd, 


For my old Mafter Wild; 
He taught me to beg, 
When I was but a Child. 
And a begging, Ge. 


Ibegg'd for my Maſter, Fs i 
And got him ſtore of pelf; 


But Fove now he Praifed, 


I now beg for my ſelf; 


And a begging, &c, 


In a hollow Tree, | 
I tive and pay no Rent; 


Providence provides for me, 


ä And I am well content. 
And a begging, &, * 


Of all Occupations, 


A Begper lives the beſt; 


For when he is a weary, 
He'll lie him down and reſt. 


And a begging, &c. 


I fear no plots againſt me; 


I live in open Cell; 
Then who would be a King, 
When the Beggars live ſo well, 


«we LT 
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ELL me emp, tell me roundly, 
When you will your Heart ſurrendery 

Faith and Troth I love thee ſoundly, _ 
*Twas I that was the firſt pretender, 

Ne'er ſay nay, nor delay, 

# Here's my Heart and here's my Hand too; 

| All that's mine, ſhall be thine, - 6 

Body and Goods at thy command too. 


ö Ah! how many Maids, quoth Jenny, 
Have you promis'd to be true to? 
Fye! 1 think the Devil's in y ou, 
I0o kiſs a body ſo as you do! 
_ What d'ye? let me go, | 
I cant abide ſuch fooliſh doing; 
Get you gone you naughty Man, 
Fye is this your way of Wooing : 


— — — 


And no forſake your Cruelty ;_ 1 0 
|  1ze for ever ſhou'd be, cou'd be, wou'd be; 
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I Often for my Femy trove, | 
Ey'd her, try'd her, yet cant prove, i 
So lucky to find her pity move, 8 
Ize have no reward for Love: | 1 
If you wou'd but think on me, 


Joyn'd with none but only thee. 3 5 . 


When firſt 1 ſaw thy lovely Charms, | 
1 kiss d thee, wiſh'd thee, in my Arms; [ 
I often yow'd, and did proteft, 

»Tis Joan alone, that 1 love beft : 9 
Ize have gotten Twenty Pounds, 

My Fathers Houſe, and all his grounds, 
And for ever ſhou'd be, cou'd be, wou'd be, 
Joyn'd with none but only thee, | 


- 
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Perhaps ſhe fancy'd you the Man, 


kiff 


„ELI me no mare. 4 no more, Iam deceiv'd, 
That Cloe's falſe, that Cloe's falſe and common: 
By Heav'n ] all along believ d, 
She was, ſhe was, a very, very Woman. 
As ſuch 1 lik'd, as ſuch careſt, 


She ſtill, She ſtill was conſtant when poſſeſt: 
She cou d. ſhe cou d, ſhe cou'd, ſhe could, | ; 
Do more for no man. 


But öh! but oh her thoughts on others ran, 
And that you think, and that you think a hard thing 


Why what care I, why what care T one Farthing, 
You ſay ſhe's falſe I'm ſure (he's kind, 
I'tl take, I' take her Body, you her Mind; 
Who, who has the better bargaia? | 
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At London che' ve bin, 


Che ve ſeen Lords, and Earls, 
And roaring fine Girls, 
| Turn d vp their a ils at fifteen 4; 


Che've = the Lord Mayor, 
And Bartoldom-Fair; 

And there che met with the Dragon, | 
| That St. George that bold Knight, 
| Fought and killed out-right, 

Whilſt a Man could toſs off a Flaggen. 


From thence as I'went, 
Io ſee th' Monument; 
I met with a Girl. in Cheapfide 43 
That for half a Crown, 
Pluck'd up her Silk Gown, | 
Aud en me how far ſhe could firide 4 3 


. PUGET? BALLS = 4s © is 7 AE 
AT London che've bin- 17 
And che've ſeen the King and the Queen a; 
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＋ Hen 3 Nymph Jook from above, : 


And fee me here below; _. [window. 


See how that mighty Tyrant Love draggs me to your 


Draggs me to your window :* 
Let not your Heart then bardned be, 
Since you my love have got; 
For I'm a. Knight of high de 
And dye upon the ſpot. 


To morrow then let us be Wed, 
At hours Cannonical ; 


That I may ſay when 1 "have wed, © 15 


My heart is free from Thrall: 


Oh think then what thy Joy will be, 


When I am in thy Arms; 


That thou mayft have. the liberty 
To Rifle all my Charm. 


— A ˙ W us —— ——ůů—k—kñ—bÜ , 
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XXYA is me what mun I do, N 


Drinking Waters T may rue, 


Since my Heart ſo muckle harm hefel 


4 


Wounded by a bonny Laſs at Exſom- Nel, 
Ize have been at Dalkeitk-Fair, | 


Seen the charming Faces there; 
But aw Scotland now pude Faith, defye, 


Sike a Lip to ſhow, and lovely rowling Eye. 


Fennyes - 


She'll not be My Honey for my Love or Money: 


With a Old Lady whoſe anger good words aſſwages, 
Wo every quarter pays her old Servants their wages, 
Who never knew what belongs to Coachmen, Footmen 
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Fennyes Skin was white, her Fingers ſmall ; 
Mogg y, ſhe was ſlender, ſtraight and tall; 
But my Love here bears away the Bell from all; 


For her I ſigh, for her I die in a wild deſpair; 
Never Man in Woman took ſuch Joy, E 
Never Woman was to Man ſocoyz ;, 


Well-a-day, what 'torments I mun bear. 


- 1 
— ©. — 


e n 


— — 


7 O!d and New Courtier. 


IF 


Sx 
1032108 
Et 
Wi an Old Song made by an Old Ancient pate, 

Of an old worſhipf:1 Gentleman who had a 


22 
E 


N [great Eſtate: 

Who kept an Old houſe at a bountiful rate, 

And an old Porter to relizve the Poor at his Gate, 
Like an old Courtier of the Gueens, - 


4 [and Pages $ 
But kept twenty -or thirty old Fellows with blue-eoats 
Like an 01d Courtier, ; æc. [and badges g 


With a Study fill'd full of Learned books, Chis looks, 


With an old Reverend Parſon, you may judge him b 


With an old Buttery hatch worn quite off the old hooks, 


And an old Kitchin, which maintains half a dozen old 


Like an Old KC { cooks; 


0 1 


— 
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With an old Hall hung round about with Guns, Pikes, 


| (and Bows, 
With old Swords, and Bucklers, which hath born many 


4 ſhrew'd blows, 


And an old Fryſadoe coat to covet hls Worſhips trunk hoſe, 


And a Cup of old Sherry, to comfort his Copper Noſe ; 
Like an 01d, &c. oy | 


With an old Faſſion when Chriſtmas is come, 
To call his Neighbours with Bag-pipe and Drum, 
And good chear enough to furniſh every old Room; 


And old Liquor able to make a Cat ſpeak, and a wiſe man : 
Dumb; 


Like an Old, &c. 


With an old Hunts- man, a Falkner and a Kennel of Hounds, 
Which never Hunted, nor Hawked, but in bis own 


[ Grounds ; 


Who like an old Wiſe man kept himſelf within his own 


5 1 [Bounds, 
And when he died gave every Child a Thouſand old 


Like an Od, &c. Pounds z 


But to his Eldeft Son, his Houſe and Land he aſſi n'd, 


Charging him in his Will to keep the ſame bountiful mind, 


Io be good to his Servants and to his Neighbours kind: 


oO at ©» es 


But in the enſuing Ditty, you ſhall hear how he was 


: ol [ enclin'd 1 
Like a young Courtier of the Kings. | 


Like a young Gallant newly come to his Land, 

That keeps a brace of Creatures at's own Command, 

And takes up a Thouſand Pounds upon's own Bond, 

And licth drunk in a new Tavern, ill he can neither go 
Like a young Courtier, &, | nor ſtand; 


« 


' With a neat Lady that is Freſh and Fair, or Care, 
| Who never knew what belong'd to good houſe keeping 


But 


With anew Ids fk d ful of b amphlets and Plays, 
' With a new Chaplain, that (wears fa 


And leave nobody at home but our new Porter F ohn, + 
Who relieves the Poor with a thump on the back w'th 


With a gentleman Uſher whoſe carriage is compleat, 
With a waiting Gentlewoman, whoſe drefſing is very neat, 


Who when the Maſter has din'd gives the Servants little 


With a new honour bought with his Fathers old Gold, 
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But buys ſeveral Fans to play with the wanton Air, 


a 


and ſeventeen or eighteen Ay of other "Oy hair g 


Like a young, Nc. 


With a new Hall built W the oy one IRE | [i 


Wherein is burned neither Coal, nor Wood, | 
And a new Shuffle-board-Table where never Meat ſtood, | 
Hung round * Pictures which ka Poor little good | 

Like 4 young, Gee. - 


r than he Prays, y 
With a new Buttery Hatch that opens once 1 four ot 
[ five days; 

With a a new French Cook to make Kickſhaws and Toys 3 1 
Like a young, &c. 


With a new Foſſion when Chriſtmas is is come, 
With a Journey up to London we muſt be gone, 


Like 4 young, &. Wo Yoge 5 N | 


With a Footman, a Coachmar, a Page to carry meat, 4 


L the 4 Jourg, KC, [ Meat; 


That many of his Father's Old Manours hath (old ; 
And this is the occaſion that moſt men do hold, | 


That good Houle-keeping is now a days grown ſo cold: 
Like a young Courtier of the Mus.. . 


9 2 Bac 


96 — 
— ww 
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OV * ae ele 3 | 
| Bacchus s Health: To be Sung by alt the Company 
 rogether, with Directioms to be Obſerved. 


irft Man ſtands up with a Glaſs i in's hand and Sings. 


Ere's a Health to Jolly Baccbus, | 1 
5 Here's a Health to Tolly Bacchus, © | 
Here's a Health to Jolly Bacchus, I- bo, J--bo, I- lo; 
For he doth merry make us, 
For he doth merry make us, | 4 
For he doth merry make us, 28 bo, Lo, 1. o. 


* At this Star they all bew 2 each other, 
and fit down, 

+ Ar this Dagger all the Company beckens 1 0 
_ the Drawer - | 


4 


— 


r 


* Cie ſit ye down together, ER 
Come tit ye down together, 1 
Come fit ye down together, L- bo, I- bo, lle 3 
And + bring more Liquor hither, . | + 


And bring more Liuor hither, | 
and I more Liquor hicker, L. bo, "7% Ibo, EF 1 


* 


— 


But ah! alas! ſhe was dumb, dumb, dumb. 


G 


- Becauſe that bis Wi 


. hes... wm... 


She could Sweep the houſe with a Broom, Boom, Broom z |! | 


Bills to'Punge Melancholy, 293- | | 


* At this Star the fire Man drinks bin. $1 
Glaſs while all the other Sing and 8 e 
point at bim. R 

+ 4t this Dagger they all fit down, clap· BY tbe 
ping their next Man on the Shoulder, | 


It goes into the * Cr aniam, 

It goes into the Cramiam, 

It goes into the Craniam, L. - bo, I bo, Ibo; 

And + thou'rt a boon Companion, 

And thou'rt a boon Companion, 

And thou'rt a boon Companion, 1--ho, T--bo, L. bo. 


ben the 2d. Man takes by Glaſs, al the Com- 
pany Singing Here's a Health, c. fo round, 


— — —_ — gy * 


SONG, Tothe foregoing hne. 


Tie was a bonny blade, 

Had marry'd a Country Maid, 

And ſafely conducted her home, home, home; 
She was neat in ev'ry part, 
And ſhe pleas d him to the heart, 


She was bright as the Day, 
And briſk as the May, 


And as round, and as plump as a plura, om, grumb, 
Bur fill the filly, wan, 
Could do dee but Com plain, 
e 


ſhe was 1 dumb, dumb. 


She could Brew and ſhe could Bake, 
She could Sow, and ſhe could make, 


She could Waſh, and ſhe could Wring, 
She could do any kind of thing, 
But ah! alaſs? ſhe was dumb, dumb, dumb; 


C3 


* f 


— — — —-—-— — . - — a 
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To the Dr. then he went. e ; 
For4o give himſelf content; Fat. 


And to cure his Wife of th ku, mum, mam, 4, 5 | 
O! tis the eaſieſt part; ! e 


That belongs unto my Art, h MT * 
For to make a Woman ſpeak that is dumb, dumb, dumb, * 
Io the Dr, he did her bri 4 425, Ara oi | . 


And he cut her chattering ring 1 


And at liberty he ſet her Ton Fe Ralo gue, her x Tongue; 
Her Tongue began to wa 


And ſhe began to talk, V i ö 
As tho* ſhe never had been cum, 0 dumb, dumb. 3 

* Her faculty ſhe trie, 4” 

---And-ſhefill'd-the houſe with noiſe | 


And ſhe rattl d in his Ears lice a drum, drum, drum 2 
She bred a deal of ſtife, 


| Made him weary of his life, HS © 
| He'd give any thing again ſhe wasdumb, dumb, dumb. of | 


To the Dr. then he goes, ee ee | 
And thus he vents his Woes, 55 25 5 x 
Oh! Dr. you've me undone; undone, aao: 
For my Wife ſhe's turn'd a Scold, 

Aud her Tongue can never hold, 

Td "ive any kind of aer ſhe was dumb, dumb, dumb. 


ö — 


— — 
4 — * ns 4 ** * — 
” 


1 was a thin afily done, 5 5 done, W 

But tis pa ' the ate of man in, pet 2203. 2 6X 

& - Let him do what eer he can, ; 

{| For to make a ons." Wife hole her Teng Tongue, | 
a 2 5 Fa 


The ; 
- 
# ' 7 n | 
p , 
, 
” j , 
* - N * 

N * „1 * 2 = 


| Thomas the Minſtrel he's gan twinkling before, Sir, 
And they talk there will be two or three more, Sir: 
Who the Rat can mind either Bayard or Ball, Sir,, 
B' gad not 1! Let Maſter fret it and ſtorm it 1 am 


I'm ſure there can be no harm in't 
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Tbe Weſt-Countryman's 


—K—- * EE 
erb 


Ds hartly wounds, 1ze not to plowing not J, Sir, 
Becauſe I hear there's ſuch brave doing hard by, Sir; 


Or any thing at all, Sir, for thinking of drin ding Fel! * 
| % 7 Wy [Hall, Sir; 


lrelolr de Þ} | 
W ho would loſe the zight of the Laſſes ard Pages, | 
And pretty little Sue ſo true, when ſhe ever engage 
E'gad not |, I'd rather loſe all my Wages, > 
O 4. | Theres ff } 


© 20 "IIS. 


—— — Raney of. —— — ———— OS 
k 5 5 —— — * — 1 3 arr a 
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There's my Lord has got the curiousft Daughter, 
Look but on her, ſhe'il make the Chops on ye water 
This is the day the Ladies are all about her, 

Some to yeed her, ſome to dreſs and clout ber: 
Uds- bud ſhe's grown the veateſt, the neateſt, the ſweeteſt 
The pretty littl'ſt Rogue, and all Men do zay the diſcreet- 


— — _ 


There's ne'er a Girl that wears a head in the Nation, 
But muft give place zince Mrs, Berty's creation; 
She's zo good, 20 witty, 20 pretty to pleaſe Ye, 


That I'll be bound to make a Maid of my Mother, 
If London Town can e'er zend down zuch another. 


—— -— oo N 


Next my Lady in all her gallant Apparel, 

Ize not forget the thumping thund'ring Barrel; 
There's zuch Drink the ſtrongeſt head cannot bear it, 
*T'will make a vool of Zack, or White wine, or Claret; 
And 2uch plenty, that twenty or thirty good yellows, 
May tipple off cheir Cups, untilt they he down on their 


Rx. 1 ̃ ————— , — 


— — 


— . —— — — —— ꝶ — 


r 


1 
A 
0 — , — 
Eo 


[head zo, 
For thither III. £0, Cods-woons, becauſe I have ſaid (0, 


— 
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52 KK —— 


— — — — 
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Zo charitably kind, zo courteous, and loving, 1 eaſie, 


] Pillows. | 
Then hit off thy Vrock, and don't ſtand ſcratching thy 
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| Jody! was as brisk and'blith-a Lad. EE 
As ever did pretend to love a ** true 1 : 1 
But I fear that I ſhall dye a Maid, 
And never taſt the Joys of Love as others do: - 


— — 


+ When the Wars alarms, 

| Call'd him forth to Arms, 
* And the Trumpets ſound, 

6 Made the ſhores rebound. 


All that ever 1 cou'd ſay to keep my Lover, 
Was too little to confine him here 3 
And till he returns I never ſhall give over, 
| Mourning for the abſence of my Dear: : 
Io arms, to arms, he cry'd, 
Io Lovel ſtrait reply'd, | 
S But in vain I ftrove, | 7 
| To perſwade my Love. S - Nw 


1 Love can ne' er contend hey Glory is a Riyal,” t 
- Or I wou'd have kept my ſwain from harms; 1 
- But he thought that he in Glory ſhou'd ſuryive my - 
| | When by Honour he was call'd to arm: of : 


To arms, to arms he cry d, g e 1 | 
4 To Love I ſtrait replyd; enen 
ü But in vain I ftrove, 5 60 = 
5 To perſwade my Love. Tang | 
All that ever I cou d ſay to keep Lover; 3 0 
Was too litte to confine him ep my we OP _ 


And till he returns I never ſhall give over, . 
Mourning for the abſence of my dear: 


1 


_ — - r "I — . — — 
— — — — 5 | - : 
. ors ts: oO 
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Yo Ou mad caps of England who merry wou'd make, 
And for your brave Valour wou'd pains: undertake 1 


Come over for Flanders, and there you ſhall ſce, 


How merry we make it, how frolick we'll be, 
. Sing Tanta, ra, ra, ra, Ia, ra Boys 3 
Tanta ra, ra, ra, ra, ra boys, 
Tanta ra, ra, Los ra, ra boys drink, boys drink. 


If you have been 2 Citizen broke by miſchance, . 


And wou'd by your Courage your credit advance; 3 
Here's ſtuff to be won by ventring your life, 
So you leave at home a good friend by your Wife 
Sing tanta ra, ra, Wc. Ware Horns, ware Horns, 
Sing tanta ra, Cc. Ware Horns. 


But if upon Wenches yon have ſpent. al your means, 
And ftill your minds runs upon Whores and Queans; 
Here's Wenches enow that with you will go, 

From Leaguer to Leaguer in ſpite of your Foe ; 

Sing tanta ra, ra, Oc. Whores all, Whores „ 
. tanta 7a, ra, Vc, Whores all. Sp 


As. 


1 


ü—ät — — — . 


—— 
— 


- 
—— — — — — 


- 


— — — — — — - — 


Where fat Gooſe and Ca pon you have at command. 


Lou ſhall have your Paſs through the Country to Begs. 


But the Souldier never gets it, no not till Dooms- day; 


—— —— —V— 2 OR 
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As ſoon as you come to your Enemies land, 


Sing take them, or Eat them, or let them alone, 
Sing go out and fetch them, or elſe you get none; 
Sing tanta ra, ra, Oc. Make ſhift, make ſhift, 
Sing tanta ra, ra, Oc. Make ſhift, 
Your Ser jernts and Officers are very kind, wa 
If that you can flatter and ſpeak to their mirdd g © 
They will free you from Duty and all other trouble, 
Your Money being gone your Duty comes double, 
Sing tanta ra, ra, Cc. Hard caſe, hard caſe, 
Sing tanta ra, ra, Sc. Hard caſe, 


And when you break an Arm or a Leg, 


Your Officer promiſes you ſome other pay, »* 
Sing tanta, ra, ra, Oc. Long time, long time, 
Sing tanta, ra, ra, Vc. Long time. 


At laſt when you come to your Enemies Walls, 

Where many a brave Gallant and Gentleman falls ;.. 

And when you have done the beſt that you can, © 

Your Captain rewards you, there dies a brave Man 
Sing tanta, ra, ra, Cc. That's all, that's all, 1 
Sing tanta ra, ra, Cc. That's all. 9 


E bk 1 5 PN 
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! 
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»TEr Eyes are like the Morning bright, 
1 Her Eyes are like the Morning bright ;. 
Her Cheeks like Roſes fair; 
Her Breaſts like water'd Lillies white, 

Her Breaſts like water'd Lillies white; 

Like Silk her flowing Hair; 
Her Breaſts like water's Lilles white, 
Heer Breaſts like water'd Lilles white; 
Like Silk her flowing Hair. 


Her Breath's as ſweet as Odors blown, 
Bj Zephyrus o'er the Vales: 
Her skins as fine and ſoft as Down, 
Her Voice like Nightingale's. 


Where e er She breath's, where e er She Sings: 

How happy are the Groves: 

How bleft ! how much more bleſt than Kings, 
The Shepherd's that She loves. | 


„With gentle ſteps lets beat the ground, 
1 Gladſome Couples joyn'd, 


For Joy that your .Dorinda's found, 
And cv'ry Lover kind, 5 


— — — — 
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A Ff Ake-your Honour Mi/5, tholl loll lol, 

1 Now to me, Child, tholl loll Joll, _ 
Airy and eaſie now, tholl loll lol}, j 
Very well done Mit, tholl loll loll, e 
| Raiſe up your body Child, tholl loll, — r 
Then you in time will Riſe, hoh, tholl Ila. 


Hold up your head Mils, tholl loll loll, _ 

Wipe your Noſe Child, tholl loll. 
When I preſs on ye, tholl loll loll, 

Fall back eaſy Miß, tholl loll loll, 

Keep out your toes too, tholl loll loll, 

Then you'll learn preſently, hoh tholl Ia. 


Bear your hips Swimming]y, tholl loll loll, 
Keep your Eyes languiſhing, tholl loll loll, 
Zoons where's your Ears now ? tholl loll loll, 
Leave off your Jerking, tholl Joll loll, 

Keep your knees open, tholl loll loll, 

Elſe you will never do, hoh tholl la. 


If you will love me Miſs, tholl loll loll Joll, 
You ſhall dance rarely Child, tholl Joll loll, 
You are a fortune Miſs, tholl loll loll, 
And muſt be Married Cbild, tholl 1oll lol, 
Give me your Money Miſs, tholl lol oll, 
Then I will give you my, hoh tholl la. 


v Opal and fair, great Willys dear Bleſſing, 
| Che Charming Regent of the Swains z 
Heavy with Care, thus Paly Expreſſing, 
f Her gritt, ſet weeping on the Plains: 
| Why did my Fate Exalt me fo high, 
II facing State mutt deprive me of Joy ? 
Since Willy is gone, 
Ah! How yaialy ſhines the Say, 
Till Fates decree, the Winds and dea, 
Wa watt bim bom = 


- 


— — 2 —ͤ—-— 
- |; ' 
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Large are myFlocks, and fwory; my Patna. 
7 rth Treaſures vaſt of Silver and Gold Ko} 
Where Ravenous Wolves too fain would be Maſters, 

Devour all my Lambs, and break down: my Fole 

Milly wbile here, ſecur d me from fear, 
All the. Fi{d Herd ſtood in aue of my Dez 

But poor I 1 . 

| * Mourning Sigh, and hourly Cry, 

( 


"OY 


Let Fates — the Winds and dea, 5 
Waft en to me. 


* „ * d ws * : — 


„ T0 480 


— ᷑— — az 
1 ; 


Sing hey ding, hoe ding, langtridown derry 
My holyday Clothes on, and ACE newly Mow'd, 


The Sky was all painted, no Scarlet ſo Red, 
For the Son was juſt then getting out, of his Bed, 
When Jereſa and I went to Church to be ſped, 


Hey ding, boe ding, will ye buckle to me, 


Ding, ding, ding, ding, hey langtridown erl. 


— v4 
— — R * — 
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[i Her Face was as fair, as ift had been in print; y 

1 Sing bey ding, &æc 

ö And her ſmall Ferret Res did lovingly Squint, 
With a bey down, &c. 


___[Plumby, 
And her Teeth that were uſeleſs, for biting her Thumbs, 


Had late, like ill Tenants, forſaken her Gums; 
With bey ding boe ding, &c. 


But when night came on, and we boch were a bed ; 3 
King bey ding, &c. 

Such ſtrange things were done, there's no more to be ſaid, 
: Mitb a bey down, &c. 

Next Morning her head, ran of mending her Gown y 

And mine was plagu'd, how to pay Piper a Crown, 
And ſo we roſe up, the ſame Fools we lay down 3 ; 
Wirh 25 * boe 4g, &c. 


T* early « one morning, the Cock had jut Crow dy | 


With a heydown, hoe dom dna your brown mel 


With a hey ding hoe ding, ſhall I come to-Wooe thee 3 | 
Ding, ding, ding, ding, ding derry, derry, derry ding, 


Yet her Mouth had been damag'd with Comfits and = 


— — — 


* 
— ——_—_ 
. 
4 


—_— * * * 


— —— — nn IVC 9 


Bills to Purge Melancholy. 


Win doit for a Crown: | | - 1 
Dunns come ſo boldly, 8 (7 


_ — — 
9 — 
* 

o 


The ſnare that I'm Trapt in, 
As I'm true, Captain, | 
Give more than my pay. 


_ F NEar Pinckaninny, if half a Guinny ” 


To Love will win ye, 


I lay it here down, 
We muſt be Thrifty ;. 
- *T will ſerve to ſhift ye, 


And I know fifty, 


King's Money ſo ſlowly, | ; jt 


That by all things holy, 


*Tis all I can ſay, 
Yet I'm ſo rapt in, 


Good Captain Thunder, 25 — 1 


So mind your plunder z | 11 
Od -zounds I wonder, 1 +> 4 - "Wn 
You dare be ſo bold; Thus 


— ͤͤLUsff.. A ann orion n= — 
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Full twenty ſhall pay, 
To all poor Rogues in Buff, 


Thus to be making, 15 0 
A Treaty ſo ſneaking, 
Or dream of taking. 


"Yeti: My Fort: with ſmall Gold, 
- Other Town Miſſes, 


May gape at Ten pieces, 
But who me poſſe ſſes, 


Thus, thus J ftrut and huff, 
So. Captain kick and cuff, 
March on Our ys. 


£ 


9 


| 
| 
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VN re Trampeta Drums wel Battling too, 


Collin lay, lay down thy Spade; 
And never more follow Adam's old Trade, 
But come on to the War, - 
Where Swords and Guns are, | 
Rattling now whilſt we, 
March with Haubays merrily,. 
Free hunters. of Honour, 
Thou'rt ſlave to the pride, 
Of ſome Boar of a Mannour, 


Collin, 

Well, what then? Much better? 
1s brown bread and Water 

With Bacon that's Ruſty, _ 

And Beef tho? tis damnable Mufty ;; 

In courſe wooden Platters, 

And Cook'd up by our Country ſluts, 
Then Slaſhes and Bruiſes, 
And holes made by Fuzees, 

Or feeding on Fame, 

When I'm Crippl'd or Lomeg 


Or ſent packing with a broad Sword thro my Guts. 


Toons with a broad ſword thro' my vols. 


Cori. 
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Cori don. 8 
Dull fool rail no more at Phan 3 
What a damn'd ſeandal it is, pou 
-- 4, To mak kexeat TW 
"OY Grow mouldy with- Peace, * 
When Gans Fame calls thee out. 


| [6 16 Collin, | 
a 1 Thoke my Commiſſion, | 5 
Win prove but a 41 . 
For when I am po 
| On Mines Rd. 2 es to be Roaſted, 1 
Tis forty to one but Im puff d from Dy. future Commind, 


| Coridon, 2 
Where bold Draggoons are Domineering, 
Thou'lt ſee Fortune ready to befriend hee, 
If thou art Wounded, | 
For Honour and Valour, _ 
 Preferment's . 


Collin. 
Oc if with much. Toiling, 
I chance to ſcape broiling, 
And a damn'd bit of Lead, Ay 
Drils me quite through the Head, 
How the Devil then ſhall ] Kiſs the Kings hand, 
Zoons how 00 I Kiſs the Kings hand, 


To FR ſecond Parr of the Tune — 


Cori don. 
F com Bullets and Fire, 
Tho' oft we retire, 
Our Wiſhes we Crown, 
When we enter a Town, 
That is Rich where the Laſſes are kind, 
And the plunder's refreſhing and cool, 


Colin. 
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| 1 Collin. No 

Won't let us come thither, - 

The Trench. full of Water, 

Then is it not better, - DR 
Lie ſafe at home and our Plow 3 rule. 8 


— 


Coridon. "FA 


Gad zooks you're a cowardly fool, 5 


k 


RA. 


- — 
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Reat Alexander's Horſe, 
Bucepbalus by Name z 
That long has been Enrolled, 
Within the Books of Fame: 
But Sir Credulous Eaſys Mare, 
So far did him excel i 
| Shene'er Run for the Plate, 
But ſhe bore away the Bell! 
| S. With a Nizhy, Wheeghy, 8 8 
Full Caper and Carreer ; 
Al England cannot bew Jen, | 
Sike another Mare. 2 And 


— 


a 3 ro Pills to Purge Melanchoh, | 
And to Beemifurd ſhe did come, 


And an Ale-houſe ſhe did find 3 
She could not paſs it br, 

But ſhe knew her Mafters mind: 
And as he call'd for a Pot | 

She would be, wou'd be ſure of twain z _ 
Which made her ſuch a Set, 

She ne'er could run again. 


With a Nighy, &c. ITE 


Since laſt I ſaw her face, 
I heard report is ſpread z 


With drinking in that Place, 


This bonny Mare is dead. 
And the laſt words ſhe did ſay, 
As ſhe came down the hill; 
Was ah ! that Bowl had broke her heart, 
And fo ſhe made her Will. 
DX With 4 Nighy, &c. 


Her fore hoof ſhe bequeath d. 


To ſome Religious fool; 


5 Who afcer her untimely death, 


Begs Pardon for her ſoul: 
And her hinder hoof with which, 
She play'd full many a Trick; 


She gave to thoſe curſt Wives, 


That againſt their Huſbands kick. 
With a Nighy. 


At the burial of this Mare, 


Her Mafter wept full ſores 


Becauſe it was reported, 


He ne'er ſhou'd ſee her more: 


But. that which Comforted him, 


For his departed Friend z 


Was after all his great loſs, 


She made ſo good an end. 
| I With 4 Nlpby, &c, 
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i F noble Race was Sbinking, 8 | 
The Line of Owen Tu or, ' | | 
Thum, thum, thum, thum, 


But her renown is fled and gone, 
Since cruel Love perſu'd her. 


Fair Winnies Eyes bright ſhining, 

And Lily breaſts Alluring z 
Poer Fenkins heart with fatal Dart, 

Have wounded paſt all curing. 


Her was the prettyeſt Fellow, 
At Foot- ball or at Cricket; 
At Hunting Chace, or nimble Race, 
nn how her cou'd prick it. 


But now all joy's are flying, 

All pale and wan her Cheeks too ; 
Her heart ſo akes, her quite forſakes, 
ler Herrings, and her Lecks too· 


No more muſt dear Metheglin, : 
Be top'd at good Mongomery 3 
And if ſore, ſmart one week more, 
Adieu Cream - Cheeſe and Flomery. A 
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IF Love's a ſwe et Paſſion, why does it torment, 

If a bitter, oh tell me whence comes my content ? 
Since 1 ſuffer with Pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, 
Or grieve at my Fate, when I know 'tis in'vain? 
Yet ſo pleaſing the Pain is, fo ſoft is the Dart, 

That at once it both wounds me, and tickles my Heart. 


I preſs her land gently, look Javguiſhing down, 
And by Paſhonate ſilence, I make my Love known 3 

But Oh | how I'm bleſt when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome wiling miſtake, to diſcover her Love; 
When in ſtriving to hide, ſhe returns all her Flame, 


5 


And our Eyes tell each other, what neither dare Name. 5 
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— 


— — — — — . ³·üA— — 


— 
—— — — — — 
— 


pre 


Ome if you dare, our Trumpets ſound,” 
Come if you dare, the fozs rebound; 
We come, we come, we come, we come, {| Drum: 
Says the double, (double, double) beat of the Thun lering 
Now they charge on amain, | 
Now they rally again; 
The Gods from above the mad labour behold, 
And pitty mankind that ill per iſh for Gold. 


The Fainting Saxons quit their Ground, 
Their Trumpets Languiſh in the ſound ; 


They fly, they fly, they fly, they fly, 


Victoria, Victoria, the bold Britons cry: 
Now the Victory's won, 
To the plunder we run; 
We return to our our Laſſes like fortunate tra%ers, 
Triumphant with Spoils of the vanquilt*4 invaders, 
| | ITS 5 | 


A 
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H bleſt are Shepherds, how happy their Laſſes, 
While Drums and Trumpets are ſounding Alarms ! 
Over our Lowly ſheds all the Storms paſſes, 
And when we die, tis in each others Arms; 
All the Day on our Herds and Flocks employing, 5 
All the Night on our Flutes, and in enſoying, 
All the Day, &c. 


— 


1. — 
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Bright Nymphs of Britain, with Graces attended, 
Let not your Days without Pleaſure expire; 3 
Honour's but empty, and when youth is ended, 
All men will praiſe you, but none will deſire, 
Let not Youth fly away without contenting; 
Age will come time enough, for your repentin 8 
Let not Youth, &c. 
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Obacco is but an Indian weed, 
Grows green in the Morn cut down at Eve, 
It ſhews our decay, | 

We are but Clay, 
Think of ibi and take Tobacco. 


The Pipe that is ſo Lilly white, 
Wherein ſo many take delight; 
Is broke with a touch, 
Mans Life is ſuch, 


The Pipe that is ſo foul within, 


Shews how man's Soul is ſtain'd with Sia; 
It does require, 
To be purg'd with fire, 
Think of, &c. 


The Aſhes that are left behind, 
Does ſerve to put us all in mind; 
That into duſt, 
| Return we muſt, 
Think of, &c. 


The ſmoak that does ſo high aſcend, 


| Shews you man's life muſt have an end, 


The Vapour's gone, 
Man's Life is done, 
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Fa la lanły down dilly , 
And as he rode oer Hill and Dale, 
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He took up his Sword, and he went to fight, 35 1 
N | All acmed with a Coat of Male, 


abe Feral 
ny 5 
a # - F * 
} * 85 i that valiant Knight, 
| i __ Falalwky down dily: 
Fa la, Ia, Ii, la, la, lanky down dilly, | | 


There leap'd a Dragon out of her Den, 

That had lan God knows how many Men; 

But when he ſaw Sir Eglamore, | 
Oh that you had but heard her roar! 


Then the Trees began to ſhake, | — 
Horſe did Tremble, Man did quake: 
The Birds betook them altto pee ping. 

Oh! *twou!d have made one fail " weeping: | 

; | 

but all in vain it was to fear, | 
For now they fall to't fizht Dog fight Bear; 4 6 

| | ate ah; 
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And to't they go, and ſoundly fight, 
A live-long day, from Morn till Night. - 


This Dragon had on plaguy Hide, 

That cou ld the ſharpeſt Steel abide ;. 

| No Sword could enter her with Cuts, 

| Which yex'd the Knight unto the Guts. 


| 
| 
| 


Bat as in Choller he did burn, „ 
Hue watch'd the Dragon a great good turn; 
95 For as a yawning ſhe did fall, 5 
He thruſt his Sword up Hilt and all. 


Then like a Coward (he did fly, 

Unto her Den, which was hard by; 

And there ſhe hy all night and roar'd, 

The Knight was ſorry for his Sword. 2 
But riding away ſhe cries, | forſake it, 

He that will fetch it, let him take it, 


T pa is over, the Battle is 100. 


The Nymph had her fears, but ſhe ventur'd at laſts, 


She try*d the Encounter, and when it was done, 
She ſmil'd at her folly, and own'd ſhe had won : 
By ber Eyes we diſcover, the Bride has been pleas'd, 


| ler bluthes become her, her Paſſion is eas'd ; 


She diſſembles her Joy and affects to look down, 
If ſhe ſighs, tis for ſorrow 'tis ended ſo ſoon. 


Appear all you Vigine, both Aged and Young, 


All you who have carry'd that burden too long; 


Who have loſt precious time, and you who are loſing, 


Betray'd by your fears between doubting and. chuſing: 
Draw nearer, and learn what will ſettle your mind, 
You'il find your ſelves happy, when once you are kind; 
Do but wiſely reſolve the ſweet venture to run, 

You! J feel the loſs little, and much to be won, 


Moggy had bearns Four, Five or Six, 
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7 ui and Georg y now + heath are gean, 
To ſee their lovely Flocks a feeding; j 

Fenty and Mogg y too folow'd them, 

For fear they ſhould be now a breeding ; 
Out of London Town they aw did trip it, 

Down to play at new bopeep at Tunbridge Well; 
Bat how they play'd or what they ſaid, 

The Del his Cell can only tell. 


But Jenny was a young beginner z 
Sure to her trading now ſhe will fix, 

The Kirk has made her a young ſinner : 
To London Town they're gean, 

Each with a muckle weam 3 
And Georgy now to Scotland he mum run, 

Faie him weel ene take him Dc'el : 
Poor Jenny now is quite undone, 

| P 4 


| _ fing, whilft we trip it, trip, trip it, 


Trip, trip it upon the Green:. 
But no ill Va pours riſe or fall, 
But no ill Vapours riſe or fall. 

No nothing, no nothing offend, - 


No not hing off-nd our Fairy Queen; 


No nothing, no nothing, 
No not hing offend our Fairy Queen; 


No nothing, no nothing, no nothing, 
No nothing offend our Fairy Queen. 


There is Voctey has gotten his Fenn, 


You're out ſaid Dick, you lie ſaid Nick, - 


With that the Fidler he, 


And then they di! foot it, and foot ic, 


—— — ADs nts any > AD Gr. 
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* Lafſ:s and Lads take leave of your Dads, 
1 And away tothe may-pole hye; 
There is every he has gotten a ſhe, 

And a Fidler ftanding by: 


And Fobnny has gotten his one; 
And there they do jugget, and jugget, 
And jugget up and down. 


The Fidler play'd it falſe | 
And ſo ſaid Nr, and ſo ſaid XK te, 
And ſo ſaid nimble Falſe : 


Did play the Fune again; 


And foot it unto the men, 
P5 Three 
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Three times in an hour they went to a * 8 | 
To play for Ale and Cakes; 

And Kiſſes to whom they were due, 

The Laſſes held the takes : 

The Laſſes they began, 4 
Tao quarel with the Men; ; | 

Ana bid them take their Kifſes back, _ 

Mn: And give them their own again. 
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1 | Vs angrateful Devil moves you ! 
| wi Come, come my Friend the Truth declare 3 . N 
1 0 You love Sylvia, Hlvia loves you, 
Why, why then will you wed the Fair: ] 
Marriage joyning does diſcover, 
But Love freeing joyns for life; 
vt! Wou'd you, wou'd you, wou'd you, 3 55 0 
Love the Nymph for ever? 
| Never, never, never, never, never, never, 
i Let her be your Wife. 
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A LL hands up aloft, 
Swab the/Coach fore and aft; 


For the Punch Clubbers ſtraight will be ſitting g- 


For fear the ſhip row], 
Sling off a full bowl, 
For our Honour let all things be fitting: 
In an Ocean of Punch, 
We to night will all Sail, 
I'th' Bowl we're in Sea room, 
Enough we ne'er fear: 
Here's to thee Meſſmate, 
Thanks honeft Tom, 
*Tis a health to the King, 
Whilſt the Larboard-man-drinks, 
Let the Starboard man ſing, 
_ With full double Cups, 
We'll Liquor our Chops, 
And then well turn out; 
_ With a Who up, Who, Who, 
But let's drink e er we go, 
But let's drink e er we go. 


The Winds veering aft, 
Then looſe ev'ry Sail; 

She'll bear all her Top- Sails a trip, 
Heave the Log from the Poop, 
It blows a freſh gale, 

And a juſt account on the board keep; 
She runs the eight Knots, 


| 'And eight Cups to my thinking, 


That's a Cup for each Knot, 


Muſt be filld for. our drinking, 


Here's to thee Skipper, 
Thanks honeft:Fobr, 
Tis a health to the King, 


J IS Whilſt the one is a drinking, 


Fhe other ſhall fill. 
With full double Cups, 


Muli Liquor our, &. 
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q The Quartier muſt Cun, 
Whilſt the foremaſt-man Steers 
Here's a health to each Port where c'er "Dry 
Who delays tis a Bumper, 
Shall be drub'd at the Geer, 
The depth of each Cup therefore ſound; 
To our noble Commander, 
To his honour and wealth, 
May he drown and be damn'd, 
That refuſes the health, 
Here's to thee honeft Harry, 
Thanks honeft ill, 
Old True - penny Aill, | 
Whilft the one is a Drinking, 
The other ſhall fill, 
2 With full double Cups, 
Well Liquor our, &c. 


What news on the Deck Hor. 
It blow's a meer ſtorm; 
She lies a try under her Mizen, 
Why what tho' ſhe does? 
Will it do any harm? 
If a Bumper more does us all reaſon : 84 
The Bowl muſt be fill'd Boys, 
In ſpight of the Weather, 
Yea, yea, huzza let's how! * 
Here's to thee Peter, 
Thanks honeſt Foe, 
About let it go 
In the Bowl ill a Calm is, 
Where cer the Winds blow, 
With full double Cups, 
Well Liqusur our, &c. 
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A New Scotch Song Sett by Mr. Akeroyde- 


As I went ov'r yon oo Moor, 


1 


'Twas on an Evening late Sir; 


There I met with a werlfar'd Laſs, 


Was Spanaing of her Gate, Sir ; 
took her by the Lilly white hand, 


And by thetwat I caught her; 


1 


ſwear and vow and tell you true, 
She pift in my hand with Langhter, 


The filly poor Wench ſhe lay ſo fill, 


1 


You'd {wear ſhe had been dead, Sir; 
he De'el a word but aw ſhe ſaid but a Y, 
And bow'd her head, her head, Sir: 


Kind Sir, (qucth ſhe ) you” U kill me here, 


Y 


But i*11 torgive the ſlaughter; 
ou make ſuch motions with your A —, 


Ton Il ſplit my ſides with Laugbrer, | 


>. 
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Ark the Cock Crow'd, *tis day all abroad, | 
And looks like a jolly fair Morning; | 

Up Rozer and James and drive out your Teams, . 
Up quickly to carry the Corn in: | | 


Davy the drouzy and Barnaby brouzy. 


At breakfaſt we'll flout and jeer boys; 


Sluggards ſhal! chatter with ſmall Beer and Water, 


W hilft you ſhall tope off the March Beer boys. 


Laſſes that ſnore, for ſhame give o'er, 
Mouth open the Flies will be blowing; 


Io get us tout Hum when Chriſtmas is come, 


Away where the Bar)y is Mowing : 
In your Smock ſlee es too, go h ind up the ſheaves too, } 
With nimble young Rowland and Harry; | 
Then when works aver, at night give each Lover, | 
A Hug anda Buk in the Dairy. DR 
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Two for the Mow and two for the vs: 
Is then the next labour comes after; | 
Im ſure I hired four, but if you want more, 1 
Ti ſend you My Wife and my daughter; ö 
Roger the truſty, tell Rachel the luſty, | 
The Barn's a brave place to fteal Garters : 
Twixt her and you then, contrive up the Mow then; 
And take it at Ni ight for your pag 


—— — 


A Song Sett by Mr. Akeroyde. 
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A” Kiſs, to Kiſs is pretty, tis pretty it makes us 


SEE 


— | 
Gay; to Kiſs, to Kiſs 1 Is pretty, is pretty, is pretty. > 
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to frolick and play; no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, 


3555 


no, no, cis folly to Kiſs, tis foliy ; 3 no, no, nc, no, 


no, 


—— CO TISO PETR > 
_ y 


Pills to Purge Melanchoh. 329 l 


8. — — 


ESTs . e 


Tis pretty to Kiss, tis pretty to Kiſs, tis pretty III | 
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tell you why, tis pretty to Kiſs, tis pretty to Kiſs to 
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no, no, Kiſſing till you're out of breath tis fooliſh 
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to Kiß, tis foolſſh, *tis fooliſh]to Kiſs to death. 
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| Et's conſecrate a mighty Bow], Eos. | 
On this our ſolemn meeting: A 
To recreate thoſe female hearts, 


That ſometime fince were weeping $3 


The Lady's Pangs are now no more, 
All grief is baniſh'd from ber: 
The luſty boy has made his way, 


And nothing now can wrong her. 


Cho. By all the Goſſips. | 


0 Mighty power of active love, | | 
How bravely haſt thou wrought s | | 
From ſomething done there's ſomething come, 
While many toil for nought. 


Then diſh about the Mothers health, 
The Lads ſhall ſoon come after; 
Nor ſhall the father be forgot, 


In hopes the next — a Dau ghter: 


Go on brave pair obey, command. 
And multiply together; 
May ſtrength increaſe, 
And wealth ne er ceaſe; 


Nor may you part for ever. " 


Cho. 0 mighty power of ative love, &c. 
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A Song on a Lady's going into the Bath. 


Pills to Purge TRL 4 


x —_— 


Hen Sylvia in bathing her charms does expoſe, | 
The pretty Bouquet dancing under her Noſe 5 
My heart is juft ready to part from my Soul, 
And leap from the Gal — ry into the Bowl: 
Fach day I provide too, 

A bribe for her guide too, 

And gave her a Crown; 
To bring me the Water where ſhe ſat down, | 
Let crazy Phyſicians think pumping a cure, 
That Virtue is doubtful but Sy/vzz's is lure, 


. 


The pidlers I hire to play ſomething ſublime, 
And all the while throbbing my heart beats the time; 
She enters, they flouriſh, and ceaſe when ſhe goes, 
That who it is adre(s'd to ſtraight ey'ry one Knows: 5 
Wou'd 1 were a Vermin, 

Call'd one of her Chair- men, 

Or ferv'd as a guide: 
Tho I ſhow'd as they do a damn'd tawny Hide, 
Or elſe like a pebble at bottom could lye, 
To. Ogle her Beauties how happy were I, 
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Raree Show, O bravee Show, | 
O preety Show, who ſee my fine a ſhow - — 


*F 


0 Raree Show, O Brave Show, 
Who ſee my pretty Show ? 


uand la Cigala Cana fa pasboun travailiar, | 
adboun eftr a lombretta 4 lombretta, | 
Fa boun er a lombretta Calignar, | A 


Here's de Engliſh and French to each oder moſt Civil, 
duake hands and be Friends and hug like the Devil. 
O Rarce Show, © Brave: Show, O pretty Gallaat a Show, | 


Here be de Savoyards 2 trudging through France, 
To ſweep a de Shimney, to ling and to Dance. 
0 n, &c. 


Here | 
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Here be de Great Turk, and de Great King of no land, 


A Galloping bravely from Hung vy to Poland, 


0 Ruree Show, &c. 


Here's de brave Engliſh Beau, for the Packet-boat tarties, 


To go Make his Campaign vid his Taylor at Paris. 
0 Raree Show, &c. N 


Here be de honeſt Captain a curſing the Peace, 
Here's anoder disbanding his Coach and his Miſz. 
0 Raree Show, &c, : 


Here be de Engliſh Ships bring Plenty and Riches, 
And here de French Caper a mending his Breeches. 
0 Raree Show, &c. 


Here be de Jacks ſt out Lights and Diſſemble, 
And here be de Mob make um ſquitter and tremble. 


Ruree Show, &c. 
Here be de Sea Captain a reeling on Shore, 5 
Here's one ſpend all his pay, and boarding a Whore. 
0 Raree Show, &c. % 8 


Here be de brave Trainbands a drinking Carouſes, 


And here be de Soldiers a ſtorming their Spouſes. 


0 Raree Show, bravee Show, who fee my fine Show. 
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A New Scotch SO NG or a Game at Pam. 
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V Hen Pbillida with Focke play'd at Pam, 
The Bonny Lad nea whit could heed his Game; 


But ſighing in his doleful dumps. - 
Leuk'd at her and loft his Trumps, 


Ah! a blither ſport was Fockey's chief aim, 


_ _ Thoſe bright eyes, : 
The Loon's heart wounded cries, 
Ah welladay, | 
Dear Pbillida, 
Joy and yet deftroy me, 


I'ſe ne er win by Mournival or blaze, 


Or conquering Knave whilft on my Queen I gaze, 


Thus Pbillida with Beauty Wit and Art, 
His Money won who had before his Heart, 

Until the Laughing God of Love, 

Pack'd the Cards and made em prove, 

All combin'd to take poor Fockey's weak part; 
No kind Knave, | | 
The Charmer now could have, 

Her Lover too, 
Recover d too, 8 
More than loft before too. 5 
Till to pleaſe them Love chang'd the wrangling Game, 
To Wedlock Joys and Focte) was her Pam, | 
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A SONG in the Moroſe Reformer. 


ER 


du Ladies who are young and gay, 
1 Since Time too ſwiftly flies away, 


Beſtow yout hours of le iſure, beſtow your hours of lei- 
[ furez + 
{ ſure. 


And ev'ry harmleſs pleaſure, ev'ry ev'ry harmleſs plea- 


On Courts, on Gardens, ſprings, and Groves, 
On Converſation, Lawful Loves, 


Ze you the fineſt Shows at plays, 
Alluring youth to Love and Gaze, 
But try no mad Concluſions 

Be ev'ry where ind often ihown, 
But Viſion like be touch'd by none, 

Be only fair Deluſions. : 
For pleaſure ;amble round the Town, 

But give your Friends no cauſe to frown, 

Fr om Honour never fally; | 
How they're contemn'd who were admir'd, 
In Courts had ai: their hearts defice, 
For ev'ry kiſs a tally, 


The 


4 


. 
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The 2d. Part of St. George for England by the 
late John Grub, M. A. of Chrift®-Church 
Oxon, To the ſame Tune, P. 136. 


T He Story of Ring Arthur it is very Memorable, | 
The number of his valiant Knights and roundaeſs 


of his Table * 


His Knights around his Table in a Circle fate d'ye' ſee, 


And all together made up one large Hoop of Chivalry 
He had a Sword both broad and ſharp ;yclyp'd Calliburn, 
Would cut a flint more eaſie than Penknife cuts a Corn; 
A caſe Kife does a Capon carve, ſo it would carve a Rock, 


And ſplit a man at fingle flaſh from nodle down to nock ; 


He ws the Cream of Brecknock and the flower of all the 
"Wiele®, - | - 
But George he did the dragon fell, and gave him a plaguy 
{quelſh 3 Ty 5 
| St. George be was for Fair Engl nd, 

St. Dennis was for France, 
Sing Honi ſoit qui mal y penſe, 


Tamerlain with Tu tarian bow the Turbiſn Squadrons ſlew, 
And fetcht the Pagan Creſcent down with half moon made 
of Yew | 


| His truſty Bow proud Tus did zi with ſhowrs of Ar- 


rows thick, | 
And Bow-ftrings without throtling ſent Grand Vier to old 
Nick | SIM | | 
Much Turbants and much Pagan pates he male to tum- 
ble in duſt, 5 . 


And heads of Saracen's he fix on Spear as on a fin poſt - 


Hecooq'd in Cage grim Bꝛjtet prop of Mabomer's Religion 
As if he'd been the whiſpering Bird that prompted him 
the Pidgean  ' | | 
In Turky Leather Scabbard he did ſheath his blade fo 
trenchant, | {inch ont 


But George he ſwing'd the Dragons tail and cut᷑ off every 


St. George be was, &c. 
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Achilles of old Chiron learnt the great Horſe for to ride; 

Was taught byth' Centaurs rational parts the Hinnible to 
beſtride z 

Bright Silver feet and ſhining face had the ſtout Hero's 
Mother, 

As Rapiers Silver'd at one end and wound us at the other, 


Her feet were bright, his feet were ſwift as hawk purſu- 
ing Sparrow, 


Her's had the metal, his the ſpeed of Brabant's Silver | 


Arrow, 


Theris to double Pedagogue commits her dearſt Boy, 
Who bred him from a ſlender twig to be the Scourge of 
Troy 3 : 


But e er he laſh'd the Tr0jans was in S̃tygian water ſteept, 


As birch is ſoaked firſt in |piſk when boys are to be whipty 
His ſkin exceeding hard, he roſe from Lake ſo black and 


muddy, 


As LobSers riſing from the Sea, with ſhels about their 


Body, 


— as from Lob fers broken Claw, pick out the fleſh you 
might, 

So might you from one unſhel'd Heel dig peices of the 
Knight: 

His Myrmidons rob'd Priam's Barns, and Hen roofts ſay 
the Song, 


Carry'd away both Corn and Eg85, like Ants from which 
they ſprung ; 


Himſelf tore Hector's Pantaloons, and ſent him down bare | 


Breech'd, 
To Pedaut Radamantbus i in poſture to be Cwitch'd, 


But George made the Dragon look as if he'd bin bewitcht ; 


St. George be was, KC, 
The Amazon Thaleftris was beautiful and bold, 


| She ſear'd her Breaſts with Iron hot, and bang'd her foes 


with cold: 


Her hands were liłe the tool wherewith Love keeps proud 


| mortals under, 


bis 


* 
Bb 


—_ — 
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It ſhone juſt like his Lightning, and batter'd like ky 1 


Thunder, 


Her Eye darts Lightning, that would blaſt the proude ſt 
he that ſwagꝑger'd ; 5 
And melt that Ra pier of his Soul in its corporeal Sc:bbard, 
With Beauty the great Lapland Char m'd, Poor men te. 
did bewitch alt, | 
stil a blind whining Lover had, as Pallas had ber | 
ſcreech-owl x 


Her Beauty and her Drum to foe aid cauſe amazement 
double, . 


As timerous Larks amazed are with Light and with a low- ; 


Bell: 


She kept the Chaſtneſs of a Nun in Amour as in a Cloy- 

fter, 

But George undid the Dragon, juft 28 you'd undo an Oyſter, 
St. George he was, &c. 

Full fatal to the Romans was the Corthaginian Hanni bal, 


Him I mean who did tnem give, a deviliſh thump at 


Cannes 


Moors thick as Goats on Penwinmaur ſtood on the Alpes 


front, 


Their one ey'd guide like blinking Mole bor'd through 
the hindring mount 


Who bafffed by the maſſy Rock, took Vinegar for relief, 


Like Plow-men when they hew their way through ftub- 


born roy ; of Beef: 


As dancing Louts from humid toes caft atome of ill 84- 
vour, 


To blinking Hi al when on vile croud he Merriment does J 


endeavour; 


And on harmonious timber ſaws 2 wretched tune ſo qui- 


Ver. 


Juſt ſo the Nom ans flunk at ſight of African conairer; . 
. The'tawny ſurface of his Phiz did ſerve inſtead or td 
But George he made the Dragon have and a 


| rumbli 
his Gizard; 1 George be w 6, c. Srumt ng in 


Q 2 | Pe 


1 
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. like him made a noble ſhield of ſhe Goats ſhag ged 

. 

On top of burniſh'd Helmet he aid wear a Creſt of leeks, 

And Onions- heads with dreadful nods drew tears down 
hoftile cheeks, 
Itch and Welch blood did make him hot, and very prone 

dio ire, 

Was ting'd with biimſtone like a match, and would as 

ſoon take fire; 


occaſion, 

His poſt:ra puff of wind was a Sulphureous exhalation; 

The Britain never tergivers'd, but was for adverſs 
druboing, 

Nor ever turn'd his back to ought but to a poſt for 
Scrubbing z 

His Sword would ſerve for Battle or for ander if you 
leaſe, 

When | it had ſlain a Cheſhire Man 'twould toſt a Cheſhire 
Cheele ; 

He wounded and in their own blood did Anabaptize 

Pagans, 

But George he made the Dragon an. example to all 

Dragons; 

St, George be was. &c. 


| Gove a taiſted Adder wore for kaot upon ber ſhoul- 
der, 


powder; 
Theſe Snakes they made Riff Changelings of all men that 
they hiſs'd on, [ tone z 


They turned Barbers into Hones, and Maſons into free- 


cnanges, 
The amorous Sword by myſtick Belt clung faft unto her 


banches; 7 
This 


Pendragon like his Father Fove was fed with Milk of Ho: y 


And brimſtone he took inwardly, when Scurf gave him 


She kemb'd her billing periwig and curling Snakes did 


Sworded %lagnetick - Amazon her ſhield to load- ſtone 


— —„' 8 — —— . — — 
1 
A 
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This ſhield long Village did protect, and ys the Army 
from Town, 


And chang'd the Bullies into Rocks, that came to invade 


long Compton; 
The poftdiluvian Stone unmans, and Pyrrbas Work uv. 
ravels 
And "x Ducalion's hardy boys into their Primitive 
pebbels z 
Red Noſes he to Rubies turns and Noddles into Bricks, 1 
But George made the Dragon laxative and gave hima |} 
Bloody flix. 
St, George be was, Kc. 


Brave Warwict's Guy at Dinner time challeng'd a Giant 
Savage, 


And ftraight came out the unweildy lout brim full of | 


wrath and Cabbage; 

He had a Phiz of latitude and was ful thick i 1th middle, 

The Cheeks of puffed Trumpeter and Paunch of Squite 
Beadle; 

But the Knight felPd him like an Oak and did upon his 
Back tread, 

ae Valiant Guy his Weaſon cut and Atropus his pack- 
thread; 


Beſides he fought with a Dun Cow as ſay the Poets 
Witt 


A l. Dun, and horned too, like Dun of Oxford 


City; 


The fervent Dog - days made her mad by caufing heat of | 
Weather, | 


Hrius and Procon baited her as a Bull-dog did her 


Father 


. Grafiers nor be this fell Beaſt &er of her frolick 


hindec'd, 
Fobn Dorſes ſhe'd knock Jown as flat as Foby knocks down 


his Kindred 


Her heels would lay ye all along, and kick i into a Swoon, 


Cow heels at Frewins keep up your Corps, bat here 
would beat you down; 
23 


She | 


* — 
— 
— r ————— ——— T— — — 
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| 1 Phe vanquiſh'd many a ſturdy Knight and proud was of 


the Honour, 


Was pufft by mauling Butchers ſo as if themſelves had 


blown her; 


: 'At once ſhe kick'd and pulh'd at Guy, but all that would : 


not fright him, 


Who wav'd his whinyard o'er her loyn as if he'd gon to 
Knight him : 


He let her Blood her frenzy to cure and eke he did her 


gall rip, 


His trerchant blade like Cooks long Spit ran through the 
Monſter's bald rib; 


- He rear'd up the vaſt crook'd rib inſtead of Arch 


Triumphal, 


But George hit'th Dragon ſuch a pelt which made him on 


his Bum fall; 
es George be was, & c. 


Great Hercules the off pring of Jove and fair Alemene, 


One part of him Celeftial was, the other part Terrene 3 


I0 Scale the Wal's of's Cradle two fiery Snakes combin'd, 


And juft like unto ſwadling cloaths about the Infant twin'd 3 


Zut he put out theſe Dragons fires and did their billing 
ſtop, 
As red hot Tron with hiſſing noiſe is quench'd i in black- 


\miths ſhop, 


He cleans d N ſtable and rubb'd down the horſes of new 
Comers, 


And out of Horſe-dung he rais'd Fame as Tom Wrench 
does Cucumbersz 


He made a River help him through, 4/phens was under 


Groom, 


The fiream grumbling 'at office - mean ran murm'ring, 


through the Room : 


Ibis liquid Oſtler to prevent being tired with a long 


work. 


His Father Neptunes Trident took inſtead of three tooth'd 
Aung fork: 1 DL 


This 


. — . — — er OT 
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This Hercule, as Soldier and as Spiaſter could take pains 


His Club it would ſome times Spinn flax and ſometimes 
knock out brains; 


her ſpite, 


Fair Omphale whipt him to his whee! as Cooks whip bark- 
ing turnſpit z. 


From man or Churn he well knew how to get him laſt- 


- ing fame, 


He'd baſte a Gyant till the blood and milk to butler 


came; 


Often he fought with huge battoon, and often times 
he Boxed, 


Tap'd a freſh monſter once a month as Hurvey doth freſh 
Hogſhead; 


To ſtiff Anus he gave a bug, ſuch as folks give in Corn 
Wall, 


But George he did the Dragon kill as dead as any door 


- any * 
St. George be was, &. 


The valour of Domitim it muſt not be for otten, 


Who from the Jaws of wormblowing Flies freed ſuppliant 


Veal and Mutton ; 
A ſquadron of Flies Errant againſt the foe appears, 


With Regiment of buzzing Wights and ſwarms of Volun- 


teers; 


The Warlike Waſp incourag'd them with's amimating 


humm, 


And the loud brazen Hornet he was their Kettle drum 


The Spaniard don Cantbarido did him moft ſorely pefter, 
And rais'd on skin of ventrous Knight full many a pla- 
guy bliſter; 


A Bee whipt through his button hole as through key hole 


a Witch, 


And ftab'd him with a little Tuck drawn from his Scab- 


bard breech; 


But che undaunted Knight lift s up an Arm ſo big and 


en 


Q4 


. And 
4 | > 
| 


— 


He was, forc'd to Spin his Miſs a ſhift by Funo's wrath and I 


| 


93 


— - — — 
e — 
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— 
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And ſlaſht her ſo that here lay head and there lay bag of 
| Honey ; 


Then mongſt the rout he flew as [wift as weapon made 


by Cyclops, 
And bravely quel d ſeditious Buz, by dint of maſſy fly 
5 Sas 


Surviving Flies did Curſes breath, and Maggots too at | 


Caſar, 


But George he ſhay'd the Dragons beard and Askulon 


was his Razor 
| St. George be was, K 
The Gemini ſprung of an, Egg were put into a Cradle, 


Their brains with knocks and bottl'd Ale were oftentimes 
full addle 


And ſcarcely hatch'd theſe Sens of him that hurls the bols 


. triſulcate, 


With helmert ſhell on tender head aid buftl with red 


Ey'd Polecat ; 
Caſtor a horſeman, Polux tho! a boxer was 1 wift 


The one was fam'd for Iron heel the other for leaden it | 


Pollux to ſhew he was a God when ha was in a paſſion, 


7 firft make Noſes fall down flat by way of adora - 
tion : 


This fit as ſure as French diſeaſe de molliſht Noſes ; 


ridges, | (bridges; 
He like > certain Lord was fam'd for breaking down 'of 
Caftor the flame of fiery ſteed with well ſpur'd Boots 
took down, _ (Town; 


As men with leathern Buckets do quench fire in a 


His Famous Horſe that liv'd on Oats is Sung on Oaten | 


quill, 


Ay Buds immortal . the Nag ſurviveth fill: 


This brood of Eggs on none but rogues employ'd the: r 
brisk Artillery, 


They flew as naturally a a rogue as Eggs at Knayes on 


pillory , 


Much ſwear they ſ pent in furious fight, much blood mer 


did effund, 


Their 


Their whites they vented through their pores, their 


Braſs helmets with incloſed Skulls, would crackle } ins | 


But the Knight gor'd him with his ſpear to make of him 
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yolks through gaping. wound, ; 
Then both from blood and duft were cieans'd to make 2 
heavenly ſign, : 8 
The lads juft like their Armour were ſcour'd and hang? d. 
up to ſhine, 


Thus were the heay'nly bouble Dicks the ſons of Tel 


and Tinder, 


But George he cut the Dragon up as't had bin duck or 


Winder; 
St. George be was, &cc. 


By Boar Spear Meleager acquir d a laſting name, 


And out of haunch of baſted Swine he hew'd eternal fame; 

The beaft the Heroes Trouzers ript and rudely ſhew'd 

his bare breech, 

Pickt but the Wem and out there came Heroick Guts. 
and Garbadge 3 | 

Leggs were ſecur'd with Iron boots no more than peas 
by peas-cods, 


| 


mouth like cheſnurs 
His tawny Hairs erected were by rage that was reſiftleſs, | 
And _ inftead of Coblers wax d did ſtiffen his riſing | 

briſtles; 


His Tusks lay'd doggs to ſleep that whip nor bugle born 
could wake em, 


It made them vent both their laſt blood and their laſt | 
Album grecum 3 


a tame one, | 
And Arrows thick inftead of Cloves he ftuck in Monſters! 
For * pillar that his Victory might b. known| 
He rais d up in Chylindrick form a Collar of the Braun; | 
He _ his ſhade. to ſhades below in N. mad* to 

wallow, 

And eke the ſtout St. George oft ſoon he made the Aragon 
follow z | 
et. George be was, _. 1 
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Was in the Month of May Toe, When Fockey et 1 


[4 


_ — ̃ͤä—— 


|| He luk'd as fair as day too. Gude gin Id bin his Bride: 
* Cole black Eyn and Milk white hand, 

lle ne'er yet ſaw the Like: | 
* wiſh ! had gin aw my Land, 

Iſe ne er had ſeen the Tike. 


— 
ä — — — 


ne fix 4 his Eyne upon me, oh the aw f in of 5 3 


. e thought they wou'd gang through me, So fiercely they 
e tuke me in his eager Arms, (did move ;. 
| Ille made but faint denials ; | 

| Pe then alas found aw his Charms, 


| Woe worth ſuch fatal trials, 
| 


h The Bonny Lad at laft oe, was forc'd tol garg 2way; 


But Tſe had cane ſtuck faft tho, Full Nine Moaths from 


And now poor Jenny's Maiden. head, _ that day: 
[| Shame on't they find irs loſt ; | 


10 \ (The: little brat has aw betrayd 
if Was ever laſs thug cxoifd, 


(ſpy'd z 


SJ 


Wo 
oy 7 
: | 
; | 


Tuſz, tuſh quoth the Fryer, we two ſhall agrees. 


P o E M * 


5 on Several Occaſions, | 


* hs — ——— 2 ——_— 


— 


The FRYER and the MAID, 


$ Thy A al alone 
A merry Tat e I thougt upon 3 
Now liften a while and 1 will you tell 
Of a Fryer that loy'd a Bonny Laſs well, 


He came to her when ſhe was going to bed,! 


Deſiring to have her Maiden head; 


But ſhe denyed his deſire. 


And ſaid that ſhe did fear Hell- fre. 


Tuſd, tuſh, quoth the Fryer, thou needft not doubt, 


If thou were't in Hell I could ſing thee out : 


. Why then, quoth the Maid thou ſhalt have thy requeſt 3 | 


The fryer was as glad asa Fox in his Neſt, 


But one thing more I muft requeſt, - 


More than to ſing me out ot Hellfire, 


That is for doing of the thing, 


An Angel of Money you muſt me bring, 


No money ſhall part thee and me; 


Before thy company I will lack, 


I' pawn the gray Gown on my back, 


The Maid bethouzht ber on a Wie, 
How he might this Fryer betz ile 


She hear 
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When he was gone, the Truth to tell, = "© 
She hung a Cloth before.a Well. „ P 


The Fryer came as his Bargain was, 
With Money unto his bonny Laſs 


433 Good morrow, fair Maid, good morrow quoth ſhe, 
lere d the Money I promis.d thee. 


She thank'd him, and and ſhe took the Money, 


"Now let's go to't my own dear Honey: 


Nay ſtay a while ſome reſpite make, 
If my Maſter ſhould come he would us take. 


Alaſs ! quoth the Maid my Maſter doth come,. 
Alaſs ! quoth the Ffyer where ſhall I run? 
Behind yon Cloth run thou quoth ſhe, 
For there my Maſter cannot ſee. 


Behind the Cloth the Eryer went, 

And was in the Well Incontinent : 

Alaſs ! (quoth he) I'm in the well, — 
No matter (quoth ſhe) if thou wer 7 in Hell. 


Thou ſaidſt thou could'ſt fing me out of Hell, 
I prithee ſing thy ſelf out of the Well, 


Sing out (quoth ſhe) with all thy might, 


Or elſe thou rt like to ſing there all night. 


The Fryer ſang out with a pitiful ſound, 

Oh! help me out or I ſhall be drown'd : 
4 him make ſuch pitiful moan, 

She hope him out and bid him 80 home. 


Quoth the Fryer] never was fer vd ſo before, | 
Away quoth the Wench. come here no more: 
The Fryer he walk'd along the ftreet, 

As if he had been a new waſh'd ſheep. 
© Sing hey downaderry; and let's be merff, 


And from ſuch ſin ever keep, 10 
The 


It was no ſin to . 
If there be any weakneſs in the wine, 


F 


The Virtue of S 4 C K, by Dr. Hen. Edwards. | 


Etch me Bey, Fobnſon's Skull, and fill't with Sack, 

Rich as the ſame he drank, when the whole pack 

Of jolly ſiſters pledg'd, and did agree 1 4511 & 
las drunk as he: _ 


There's virtue in the Cup to make't divine; g 


This muddy drench of Ale does taſt too much | 


Of earth, the Mault retains, a ſcurvy touch 

Of the dull hand that ſows it; and I fear 

There's Hereſie in Hopes, give Calvin Beer, 8 
And his preciſe Diſciples, ſuch as think | y 
There's Powder treaſon in all Spaniſp drink; 


Call Sack an Idol, nor will kiſs the Cup, 


Whoſe beft mirth is Six ſhillings Beer, and Pſalms :. 
Let me rejoyce in ſprightly Sack, that can = 
Creat a brain even in empty pan. 


And aRuate the ſoul with heavnly fire; 
That thou ſublim'ft the Genius making Wit 


Thou precious Elixir of all Grapes! - 


For fear their Conventicle be blown up 
With ſuperſtition; give to theſe Brew-houſe alms 


Canary ! *tis thou that doft inſpire 


Scorn earth, and ſuch as love or live by it; 
Thou make'ft us Lord of Regions large and fair, 7 
Whilſt our conecits build Caftles in the air: | 
Since fire, earth, air, thus thy inferiors be 
Henceforth I'll know no Element but thee : 


- 


Welcome by thee our Muſe begins her ſcapes, — 


Such is the worth of Sack; I am (methinks ; 
In the Exchequer now, hark how it chinks ; 
And do efteem my venerable ſelf _ 
As brave a fellow, as if all the pelf, 
Where ſure mine own 3 and I have thought a way | 
Already how to (ſpend it; I would pay _ 
No dedts, but fairly empty every trunk 8 | 
And Change the geld for ſack to keep me drunk; 

Ie Rs —— 


V 


1 - = 
— © ———_——— — 


|! Ineftimable Sack! thou mak'ft us rich, 


:, Py * 
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And ſo by conſequence till rich Spains wine 
Being in my crown, the Indies too were mine: 


And when my Brains are once a foot (heaven bleſs u!) 


I think myſelf a better man than Cræſus, 
And now I do conceit my ſelf a Judge 

And coughing laugh to ſee my clients trudge 
After My Lordſhips Coaeh unto the Hall 
For Juſtice and am full of Law withal. 

And do become the B-nch as well as he 

That fled long fince for want of honefty : 


But l' be Judge no longer though in jeſt, 


For fear 1 fhould be talk d with Ike the teſt 


When I am ſober 3 who can chuſe but think 

Me wiſe, that am ſp wary in my drink} _ 

Oh admirable fack k here's dainty ſport, _ 

I am come back from Weſt,.anfier to Court 3 

And am grown young again; my Ptiſick now 
Hath left me, and my Judges graver brow 

Is ſmooth'd, and I turn'd amorous as May, 

When ſhe invites young lovers forth to play 

Upon her flow'ry boſom I could win 7 

A Veftal now, or tempt a Queen to fin, _ 

Oh for a ſcore of Queens! you'd laugh to fee «+ 
How they would ftrive which firſt ſhould raviſh me, 
Three Goddeffes were nothing : Sack has tipt , 
My Tongue with charms like thoſe which Pairs fipt 
From Venus when ſhe taught him. how to kiſs 

Fair Hellen, and invite a fairer bliſs ; 1 
Mine is Canary- Rbetorick, that alone 

Would turn Diana to a burning ſtone 

Some with amazement, burning with loves fire, 
Hard, to the touch, but ſhort in her deſire. 


_ Wiſe, amorous any thing; I have an itch 
To t'other Cup, and that perchance will make 
Me valiant too, and quarrel for thy ſakes _ 
If be once inflam'd againft thy Note 
That coul preach'd down thy worth in ſmall-beer proſe, 
I ſhonld do Mircles as bad or work, 

As he that gave the King an hundred Horſe, 


- 
— 8 


— 


- 3 — Nn; 8 = 


— — 


tf: 


_ — 


_— 
. 


—— — ——————_ 
* . 


Ulls to Purge Melancholy, 
T other odd Cup, and L1hallbe-preparidd, 
To ſnatch at Stars, and pluek.down à reward; 


With mine own hands from Fove upon cheir backs, | 
That are, or Charles's enemies or Sacks ? 


Let it be full if I do chance to ſpin, 
O'er my Standiſh by the way, I will ; 
Dipping in this Diviner Ink my Pen, 
Write my ſelf ING fall to't *. 


— 
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| On a . 4 TY the Norfolk, 0 the Wit. 
« bich, by Hr. Tho. Randolph. . 


| 1 
| 6G you tame Galons vou bat beve the name, 
| And would accounted be Cocks of the Game; 
That have brave urs to ſh w for't and can Crow, 
| And count all dun; . bill breed that cannot ſbew; 3 
\- Such painted plumes as yours z that think no vice, 
Witb Cock like [uſt to tread your Cockarrice ; | 
7 Though Peacocts Wood: cocks, W. eather.cochs you be; 
If you're not 1 Cocks y are not for me: 
I tmo feather'd Combatants will write, 
Hie that to ub life means 10 expreſs the figbt; 
Muſt make bis ing o Blood which 2 did ſpill, 
And from their Ang N borrow his quill, 


O ſooner were the doubtful People ſet, 


The matches made, and all that would had bet, 
| But ſtraight the skilful Judges of the play, * 
Bring forth their ſharp hee ld Warriors and they, 
A 


Were both in linnen bags, as if 'twere meet, | 
Before they dy'd to have their Winding ſheet z 
With that into th' pit they are put, and when they were; 
Both on their feet, the Norfolk Canticleere, 
Looks ſtoutly at his ne er before ſeen foe, 
And like a Chalenger begins to Crow, 
And ſhakes his wings, as if he would diſplay, 
7 !{ His Wir. like Colours which were black and gray: 
Niean time the wary Wisbich walks and Breaths, 
0 Eis active bod x and in fury WIcaths, 
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His comely ereft, and often looking donn. 


He whets his angry beak upon the ground: 
With that they meet, not like the Coward breed 


f /£/0p, that can better fight than feed: 


They ſcorn the Dunghill, tis their only Prize 


To dig for pearl within each others eyes. 
They fight ſo long that it was hard to know 


to th'skilful whether they did fight or no, 
Had not the blood which died the fatal floor 
Born witneſs of it; yet they fight the more, 
As if each wound were but a ſpur to prick 
They fury forward ; lighting's not more quick 


Nor red then were their eyes: twas hard to know © 


| Whether it was blood or anger made then ſo; 
And ſure they had been out, had not they ftood 


More ſafe by being fenc'd in by blood. 


| Yet till they fight but now (alas!) at length 


Although their courage be full try'd their firength: 
And blood began to ebb z you that have ſeen © 
A water Combat on the ſea, between . 


Two roaring angry boyling billows, how-W 


They march and meet and daſh their curled brows | 


Swelling like graves as if they did intend 


Io intomb each other, e're the quarrel end: 
But when the wind is down, and bluſtring weather, 


They are made friends and ſweetly run together, 


And they that leapt even now, now ſcarce can go: 


Their wings which lately at each blow they clapt 


{As if they did applaud themſelves now flapt) 3 
And having loſt the advantage of the Heel 
Drunk with each others blood they only reel; 


From either eyes ſuch drops of blood did fall, 


As if they wept them. for their funeral, 
And yet they faln would fight, they came ſo near, 


As it they meant into each others ear 

To whiſper death; and when they cannot riſe, 
They lie and look blows in cach others eyes. 
But now the Tragick part after the fignt 


When Norfolk Cock had got the beſt of it, 


My think theſe Champions ſuch; their combs grow low. 


And 
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And Wishich lay a dying ſo that none, 1 6 
Though ſobor, but might venture ſeven to one, 
Contracting (like a dying Taper) all, "+ 1 
His force as meaning with that blow to fa; L 
He ſtrugles up and having taken wind, 

Ventures a blow and ſtrikes the other blind : — 
And now poor Norfolk having loft his eyes, 
Fights only guided by Antipathies: _ 

With him (alaſs) the Proverb holds not true, | 

The blows his eyes ne'en ſees his heart muſt rue, 

At length by chance he tumbled on his os RD 
Not having any power to ftrike a blow, _- 74 
He falls upoa him with a wounded head, HH 

And makes his Conquering wings his Feather-Bed 
Where lying fick his Friends were very Chatrie, 

Of him and fetcht in haſt an Apothecary; 

But all in vain his body did ſo blifter,, 4.97 
That *twas iricapable of 20x gl ner n 1 
Wherefore at length ofen bis f; digi bin, A nod. 
He call'd a Sctivener, and thus | mad > bis _ + 4014 


Ir Let it never be forg . "0 
My body freely I bequeath to th Pot; "NE 
 Decently ꝛ0 be Boi d, and 1 5 iT onb, 04 | 


Item. Executors Iwill baue 45 un i N) 1610 
But be that on my fide laid ſeven to one: 8 N e UN 


Aud like a Genti man that be may live, 

Jo lim and 1 bn &cirs my Comb I give: 
Together with my Brains, all may know, 37 11 
That oftentim;s b 5 iran Gl ta Cow. 
Item It im will to tþ e. we ale ee 4d F 
Ihoje Wives comploin of f chem. F. He ny Sv: dec ie 
To bim that's dull I do my ſpurs impert; 70 ene 
And to the Coward I bequeath my. Heut; : 

To Ladies wbo are light it it my will, 
My feathers ſhould be given and for my bi, 
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And for the Apotbecaries fee who ment 
To give me 4 Gliſter, let my rump be ſent, | | 
11 Laſtly becauſe I feel my life dec, ; „ 
1 yield and give io W isbich Cock the My. - | 
[ | o FAR in the Parliament-Houſe, | 
„. JOHN su- 
| CJOuwn came Grave Ancient Sir Fobn Crooke, ; 
And read his meſſage in a book, | 
\ Very well quoth Will Norris is it ſo, ö 
But Mr. Pym's Tayl cry'd no. 155 r 4 
Eye, quoth Alderman Atkins, I like not this piſſage 


iy To have a Fart interyoluntary in the midft of aMeflige | | 
| Then up ſtarts one fuller of Devotion 99% 

Than Eloqence, and ſaid a very ill motion: 
Not ſo neither quoth Sir Henry Fenking, 
|| The Motion was good but for the ſtinking; | 
Quoth Sir Henry Pool twas an audacious trick 


To Fart in tee Face of the body Politick 


| Sir Ferome in Folio ſwore by the ds . | 
: This fart was enough to have blown'a glas: ö 
| Quoth then Sir Ferome the leſſer ſuch abuſe | 
Was never offer'd in Polond nor Pruce,  *  _. | 
ij Quoth Sir Richard Houghton, à Juſtice ith' Quorum _ 1 


Would tak in Snuff to have a Fart let before him: | 

„ If it would bear an Action quoth Sir Thomas Holecraft, | 

I would make of this kart 2 bolt or % [| ng 

|] Then quoth Sir Fob» Moor to His great commendation, - 

I vin ſpeak to this Houlè in my wonted: faſhion, _ ; 
Now ſurely ſays he, For as much as how be it | 
This fart to the Serjeant we muſt commit. 
No quoth the Serjeant low bending his knees 
'Farts oft will break Priſons but never Pay. Fees: 
Beſides this Motion with ſmall reaſon; ftarnds, , * 
To charge me with what 1 can't keep in my hands; 

 Quoth Sir Walter Cope, *twas ſo readily let, 8 

1 would it were ſweet enough for my Cabinet. Why 
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Why then Sir Walter (quoth Sir William Fleet- wood) ' 
Speak no more of it but bury it with ſweetwood, 
Grave Senate, wuoth Duncom, upon my falvation, 
This far3 ſtands in need of ſome greae Reformation- 

Yuoth Mr. Cartwrirght, upon my conſcience, 

It would be reform'd with a little Frankincenſe, | 
Quoth Sir Roger Afton it would much mend the matter 
It this Fart were ſhaven and waſh't with Roſe- water | 
Per verbum principis, how dare I tell it, 

A Fart by here-ſay and not ſee it nor ſmell it. 

J am glad quoth Sir Sam. Lewknor we have found a thing, 
That no Tale-bearer can carry it the — 

Such a Fart as this was never ſeen, 

Quoth the learned council of the Queen. 

Yet quoth Sir Hugh Beſton the like has been, 

Let in a Dance before the Queen. 

Then ſaid Mr. Leak I have a preſident in ſtore; 

His Father Farted laſt Scſſion before. 

A bill muſt be drawn then quoth Sir Fabn Bennet, 

Or a ſelected Committee quickly to pen it. 
Why quoth Dr. Crompton, no man can draw 
This Fart within the Compaſs of the Civil Law: : 

Quoth Mr. Jones by the Law't may be done, 
Being a Fart intayl'd from Father to Son; 

In troth quoth Mr. Brook this Sprech was nolye;. N 
This Fart was one of your Paſt Nati: 

Quoth Milliam Paddy he dare aſſure em We - 

Though twere Contra Modeſtiam tis not * nauren: 7 
Beſides by the Apforiſms of my art 
Had he not been deliver'd bad been ſick of a Fart, 
Then quot h the Kecorder, the mouth of the City, 

To have ſmother'd that Fart had been great pit. 

It is moſt certain quoth Humpba Benrwizgle, 

That round Fart is better than a ſtinking fizzle. 
Have Patience Gentlemen quoth Sir Francis Bacon, 
There's none of us all but may be miſtaken: 
Why right quoth the great Attorney L 2 

The Eccho of ones er pad 
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. Hudibraſs. 


Ir all the Fations in the Town, 

Moy'd by French Springs or Flemiſh Wheels f 
None treads Ketigion upſide down, 

Or tears Pretences out at hecls 

Like $Sp/4y-mouth with his brace of Caps, 


By the Dimenſions of his Chaps. : 


He whom the Sifters ſo adore, 
Counting his Actions all Divine, 
Who when the Spirit hints can roar, 
And if occaſion ſerves can whine z 
Nay he can bellow, bray or bark, 
Was ever fike 4 Beauk Learn'd Clerk, 
That ſpeaks all Lingua's of the Ark. 


To draw in Proſelytes like Bees, 
With pleaſing Twang he tones his Proſe 
He gives hie Hand kerchief a ſqueez, 
And draws Fobn Calvin through his noſe; 
Motive on Motive he obtrudes, 
With Slip-ſtocking Similitudes, . 
Eight uſes more and ſo concludes, 


When Movarchy began to bleed, 

And Treaſon had a fine new name; 

When Thames was balderdaſh'd with Tweed, 

And Pulpits did like Beacons flame; 
When Fereboam's Calves were rear'd, 

And Laud was neither loy'd nor fear'd, 

This Goſpel Comet firſt appear d. 


Soon his unhallow'd Fingers ftrip'd, 
His Sov'reign Liege of Power and — : 
And having ſmote his Mafter ſlip'd 

His Sword into his Fellows hand, 


&-. 


| The Geneva Ballad, By the Author of 


Whoſe Conſcience might he ſcan'd perhaps, 


rr 8 
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But he that wears his Eyes may note, 


Oft times the Butcher binds a Goat, 
And leaves his Boy to cut her Throat. 


Poor England felt his Fury then 
Outweigh'd Queen Mary's many grains; 
His very Preaching flew more men, 


Than Bonner's Faggots, Stakes and Chains. 


With Dog-ſtar Zeal and Lungy like Boreas 


He fought and taught; and what's notorious, 


Deſtroy d his Lord to make him Glorzous, | 


Yet drew for King and Parliament; 


As if the Wind could ſtand North South, 


Broke Mojes's Law with bleft intent, 
Murther'd and then he wip'd his mouth, 
Oblivion alters not his caſe, 
Nor Clemency nor Acts of Grace 

Can blanch an Atbiopian's Face. 


Ripe for Rebellion he begins 


Io rally up the Saints in Swarms, 


He bawls aloud, Sirs leave your Sing, 


But whiſpers, Boys ſtand to your Arms, 


Tubus he's grown inſolently rude, _ 
Thinking his Gods can't be ſubdu'd, 
Money, 1 mean, and Multitude. 


Magiſtrates he regards no more 


Than St. George or the King of Colen; 


Vowing he'll not conform before 
The Old- wives wind their Dead in Woollen, 
He calls the Biſhop, Grey. beard Goff, 
And makes his Power as mere a Scoff, 
As Dagon, when his Hands were off, 


Hark! how he opens with full Cry! 


Hallow my Hearts, beware oÞR O ME, 
Cowards that are afraid to die 
Thus make dome ſtick Broils at home. 


® 
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I How quietly Great CHARLES might reign, | | 


Would all theſe hot - ſpurs croſs the Main, 
And preach down paper y in Spain, 


The Starry Rule of Heay-n is fixt, 
There's no diſſention in the Sky: 
And can there be a Mean betwixt, 
Confuſion and Conformity? 
A Place divided never thrives, 
»Tis bad were Hornets d well in Hives, 
But worſe where Cnildren play with Knives. 
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I would as ſoon turn back to —_— 
Or change my phraſe to thee and thou 3 | * F 
Let the Pope ride me like an Aſs, DIG, 
And his Prieſts milk me like a Cow : 
As buckle to Smectymnuam Laws, 
The bad effects o'th' Good old Cauſe, 
That have Doves Plumes, but Vulcur's Claws. 


For twas the Haly Kirk that nurs d, 
| The Browniſts and the Ranters Crew; 
| Foul Errors motly veſture firſt, 
Was coated in a Northern Blue: | 

And what's th* Enthufiaſtick breed, 
Or men of X'nipperdolings Creed, 
_ But Coy" nanters run up to ſeed 2 


| Yet they all cry they Love the King, 

And make boaſt of their Inocence z 

here cannot beſo vile a thing, | 

But may be colonr'd with Pretence: | ; 
Jet whenall's ſaid, one thing I'll ſwear, {| ] 

No ſubje& like th' old Cavalier, OT | 

No Traitor like Fac —, L 
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A Catalog of Books Lach Pata. 


A rpbeus Britanicus, the Firſt and Second Books, being 
a Collection of the late Mr. Henry Purceli's Songs, 
for One Two and Three Voices, in Folio. Price bound 
the firſt 1 J. the ſecond 12 z. or Compleat 17, 100. 


The Compleat Muſic- Maſter, be ing plain, Eaſie, and Fa- | 


miliar Rules for Singing and Playing on the moſt uſeful 
 Inftcuments now in Vogue, viz. Violin, Flute, Haut-boy, 
Baſs-Viol, Treble Vol, Tenor Viol. Containing likewiſe 
2 Hundred choice Tunes, and fitted to each Inſtrument, 


with Songs for two Voices ; and a Prelude of the late ux. 
Morgan s never before Printed. To which is added, a 
Scale of the Seven Keys of Muſic, ſhewing how to Tran- 
ſpoſe any Tune from one Key to another; in which | Þ 
Book the Learner is ſure to meet with the beſt inſtructi- | 


bobns for each Inſtrument, Price 25. 


Companion, Containing the Neweſt Country and French 


dy Mr. Rapbacl Courtivil, Opera Prima. Price 35, 


An Introduction to the Skill of Muſic, by Mr. 5. Playford, 


with the Additions of the late Mr. Henry Purcell, the 1 5th 5 


Edition, Price Bound 25. 


Forty Three Ayres for 2 Flutes, by Sir Edmund D. Mr. q 


H. Purcell, Mr. Finger, Mr. Eccles, Mr. King, Mc. Gaſpee ö 
rini, and others, Price 15. 


Forty Seven Minuets and Rigadoons for a Violin ond 4 Baſe, 


being proper for thoſe that play at publick Dancing 
Schools, Price 15. 


The 1ſt. 2d. 3d: and Ath. Books of the Dancing Maſter's 1 


Dances Danc'd at Court and Publick Schools, Price of the | 
1ſt. 3s, the Second Third and Fourth 6d. each. | 
The Dencing-Maſter Or Directions for Dancing Coun- 
try Dances, with Tunes to each Dance, for the Treble 


Violin. The Thirteenth Edition, Containing above 360 of 
the Choiceſt Old and New Tunes now uſcd at Court, and 
other Publick Places. The whole Work Reviſed and done 


in the New Ty'd-Note, and much more Correct than 45 


any former Editions. price Bound 35. 64, 


Six Sonata 's, of Two Parts, for two Violins, Com pos 4 


The ſame for Two Flutes, Price 3% 2&0 
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A Catalogue of Books, &c. 
Six Sonata's, of Two Parts, for Two Violins, Compos'd 
by Mr. Godfry Finger, Opera Secunda. Price 3 5. 
The ſame for Two Flutes, Price 35, Kd 
All newly Engraven'd in a Fair Large Character in 
Fol io, and much better for the Performer, than the former 
Edition, being ſo contriv*d that none of them turn over. 
Several Solo's and Sonata's for Flutes, to be had ſingle | 
by the beft Mafters. ett Ing 
Twenty two New Country Dances, Danc'd at Court and © 
Publick Dancing-Schools, Price 6 4. - * 
Twenty Ayres in Two Parts, Treble and Baſs, Com- 
pos'd by Mr, Nathanie} Mnaſton, Price 15. i 
A Collection of Ayrs in Three Parts, Containing, For- 
ty fix Tunes, in Eight Sets. Compos'd by Richard Motley, 
Dancing Mafter. The Second Edition, with an Addition 
of Sixteen New Ayres in Three Parts, Price 3 5 f 
A Collection of New Songs, for One, Two, and 
Three Voices, Accompany'd with inſtruments. Compos'd ; 
by Vaughan Richardſon Organift of the Cathedral-Church * 
of Vincbeſter. Several of the S:nzs that are not in the 
Compaſs, are Tranſpos'd for ti.e Flute, at the end of the + 
Boas, Price 1s. 6. PET = 
Twelve Songs, with a Thorow-Baſs to each Song. 
Compos'd by Dr. Blow, Dr. Turner, Mr. Nicola, Mr. 
, Ralph Courtivill, Mr, Samuel Aleroyd, Mr, Fobn Eccles, 
Mr. Daniel Purcell, Mr. John Barret, Mr. Williams, Mr. 
Fobn Church, Mc. William Crofis, With Two Dialogues, 
Set by Mr. F. Clark, in The Jſland Princeſs, Price 1 s. 64, 
Apollo's Banquet, containing new and cafie Inftruttions ? 
for the Treble Violin, with a Coll: ion of near 150 f 
the beſt Tunes, for that Inftirument, by Mr. Purcell, Mr. 
Tollet, Mr. Finger, Mr. Morgan, Mr. Eccles, Mr, Lenton, 
and others, | : N 
A Collection of near 50 Original Scotch Tunes, full of 
the Highland Humour, for the Violin, beirg the firft of 
this kind yet Printed; the Second Edition with large Ad- 
ditions Price 6 4. 25 . : 
A Collection of Original Larcaſhire Horn- Pipes, Old * 
and new for. the Violin, Containing Diviſions upon each 
by Thomas Marſden, Price 15. 
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